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ENCOMIUMS ON CHURCHILL. 



OK TBB 

DEATH OF CHURCHILL. 

ProB£-driving dnnces, waddling fools in rhym^ 
Sconndreli of every kind, by vengeance led, 

jSpit forth your venonii poison all yonr dimie, 
Churchill, who sconrg'd you to your holes^^^ 

is dead ! 



ON THE SAME. 

BY culm XNOHAMfe 

Says Tom to Richard — ^ Churchill's deadl' 

Says Richard — * Tom^ you lie : 
Old Rancour the report hath spread i 

But genius cannot die/ 



In Anna's wars immortal Churchill rose, 
And, great in arms, subdued Britannia's foes ; 
A greater Churchill now commands our praise. 
And the palm yields her empire to the bays. 

Though John fought nobly at his army*s head, 
And slew liis thousands with the balls of lead ^ 
Yet must the hero to tiie bard submit, 
Who bufls^ nnmatch'd^ the thunderbolts of wit. 

VOL. I. B 
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SNC0MIUM6 ON CHURCHILL. 



FROM THE POST. 
« 

A POETICAL EPISTLE, ADDKESSEU B¥ LLOYO TO 

CHOaCHIU.. 

Is there a man, whose genios BtioQg 
Rolls like a rapid stream along ^ 
Whose Muse, long liid in cheerless nighty 
Pours on us like a flood of light ; 
Whose active, comprehensive mind 
Walks Fancy's regions, unconfin*d ; 
Whom, nor the Aiily sense of pride^ 
Nor afiectation, warps aside ; 
Who drags no author from his shelf 
To talk on, with an eye to self 9 * 
Careless alike, in conversation^ 
Of censure or of approbation ; 
Who freely thinks^ who freely speaks, 
And meets the wit he never seeks ; 
Whose reason calm, whose judgment cool. 
Can pity, but not hate a fool; 
Who can a hearty praise bestow, 
If merit sparkles in a foe; 
Who, bold and open, firm and tme, 
Flatters no friends, yet loves them too? 
Chdrcuill will be the last to kuow, 
His is the portrait I would shpw. 
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fROM 

COWPER'S TABLE-TALK. 

CoNTBMPORARiBS all sQTpass'dy sce one^ 
Short his career indeed, yet ably mn, 

Churchill! himself unconscious of liis pow'rs^ 
In penury consnra'd his idle hours, 
And, like a scattered seed at random sown^ 
Was left to spring by vigour of his own : 
Lifted at length, by dignity of thought 
And dint of genius, to an affluent lot, 
He laid his head in luxury's soft lap, 
And there too often took his easy nap. 
If brighter beams than all he threw not forth^ 
Twas negligence in hhni not mnt of worth : 
Surly and slovenly, and bold and coarse, 
Too proud for art, and trusting in mere force, 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit, 
Always at speed, and never drawing bit. 
He struck the lyre in such a careless mood^ 
And so disdain'd the rules he understood. 
The laurel seem'd to wait on his command, 
He snatch'd it rudely trom the Muse's haud. 
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DEDICATION 



Health to great GIo*$tcr — from a roan nnkoowOy 
yfho holds thy health a£ deaily as his owo. 
Accept this greeting— nor kt modest fear 
Call up one maiden blosb— I mean not here 
To wonnd wifli flattery ; 'tis a villain's art, 
And suits not with the frankness of ray heart. 
Truth best becomes an orthodox divine, 
And, spite of hell, that character is mine : 
To apeak ev'n bitter troths 1 cannot fear : 
Bnt troth, my Lord, is panegyric here. 
Health to great Gloster — nor, through love of 
ease, 

Which all priests love, let this address displease* 

I ask no favour, not one note I crave ; 

And when this busy brain rests in the grave^ 

(For till, that time it never can have rest). 

I will not trouble you with cue bequest. 

Some humbler friend, my mortal journey done. 

More near in bloody a nephew or a son^ 

In that dread hoar eaecntor 1*11 leave. 

For I, alas! have many to receive. 

To give, but litde^To great Glo'ster healtfa ; 

Nor let thy tme and proper love of wealth 

* This QDflnlsbed Iroateal dedicaUon to an intended vo- 
loroe of Sermons was addressed to Dr. Warburtoo^ Bialiop 
9t Oknicesterj the oonunentstor on Pope, dec. 
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10 OSmCATION* 

Here take a false alarm — in purse though poor> 
In spirit I'm right proud, nor can endure 
The mention of a biibe — thy pocket'a free : 

11 though a dedicator, ficoni a fee : 

Let thy own offiipringall tby fortanes share; 
I would not Allen ^ rob, nor Allen's heir. 

Think not, a thought unworthy thy great soul. 
Which pomps of this world never could control. 
Which never offered up at Power's vain shrioe ; 
Think not that pomp and power can work on mine. 
'Tis not thy name, though tiiat indeed is great ; 
'Tis not the tinsel trumpery of state ; 
Tis not thy title, Doctor though thou art ; 
'Tis not thy mitres which hath won my heart. 
State is a Arce ; names are but empty things, 
Degrees are bonf^t, and, by mistaken kinip, 
Titles are oft misplac'd ; mitres, which sbfae 
So bright in other eyes, are dull in mine, 
Unless set olFby virtue ; who deceives 
Under the sacred sanction of lawn sleeves 
Enhances guilt, commits a double sin ; 
So fiiir without, and yet so foul within. 
Tis not thy outward form, thy easy mien. 
Thy sweet complacency, thy brow serene. 
Thy open front, thy love-commanding eye, 
Where fifty Ckipids, as in ambush, lie, 
Which can from sutty to sixteen impart 
The force of Lo?e, and point his blunted dart ! 
'TIS not thy face, though that by Nature's made 
An index to thy soul; though there displayed 
We see thy mind at large, and through thy skin 
Peeps out that courtesy which dwells within ; . 

^ Ralph Allen, Esq. the patron of Warburton^ aud tliQ 
well-known object of Pope s gracefal paue^yric. 
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Tis not thy birth, for that is low as mine, 

Around our heads no lineal glories shine 

But what is binh — vheii, to delight mankind, 

HetaMs can make those anas they cannot find ; 

When thou art to thyself, thy sire unknown, 

A whole Welsh genealogy alone ? 

No ; 'tis thy inward man, thy proper worthy 

Thy right just estimation here on earth, 

Thy life and doctrine miifomily join'd, 

And flowingHrom that wholesome sonrce, thy mind, 

Thy known contempt of pei-secution's rod, 

Thy charity for man, thy love of God, 

Thy faith in Christ, so well approved 'mons^st men, 

Which now give life and utterance to my pen. 

Thy virtue, not thy rank, demands my lnys ; 

'Tis not the Bishop, bat the Saint, I praise : 

Raised by that theme I soar on wings more strong, 

And burst forth into praise, with-held too long. 

Much did I wish, ev'n whilst I kept those sheep 
Which, for my curse, I was ordain'd to keep ; 
Ordain'd, alas! to keep through needy not ehiMce^; 
Those sheep which never heard thrir shepherd's 
voice, 

Which did not Icnow, yet would not learn their way. 
Which stray'd themselves, yet grieved that I should 
•tray; 

Those dieep which my good father (on his Uer 
liet filial duty drop the pious tear) 

Kept well, yet starved himself ; ev'n at that time 
Wl^t I was pure and innocent of rhyme, 

' Churchill sacceeded his father irf the curacy and leetiire- 
ship of St. John tlie Evaugelist, Westminster ; but in Ja- 
nuary, 1763, rt-. signed his cure, and with it bis clerical dreM, 
the last remaining badge of hi& clerical professlou. 
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Whilst sacred dulness ever in my view^ 
Sleep at my bidding crept from pew to pew. 
Much did I wish, though little could I hope, 
A friend in him who was the friend of Pope. 

< His band, (said I) my youthfiilftteiiAsball gQide^ 
And lead me safe where thcmsands fidl beside ; 
His temper, his experience, shall control 
And hush to peace the tempest of my soul ; 
His judgment teach me, from the critic school^ 
How not to err, and how to err by role; 
Instruct me, mingle profit with delig^t^ 
Where Pope was wrongs where Shakspeare vras 

not right ; 

Where they are justly prais'd^ and wherg through 

whim, 

How little's due to theni^ how mneh to turn. 
Raised 'hove the slavery <tf common mlesy 

Of common sense, of modem, ancient schools ; 
Those feelings banish*d, which mislead us all, 
Fools as we are, and which we Nature call : 
He, by bis great example, might impart 
A belter sometbingt and baptise it---Art; 
He, all the ieelings of my yonth forgot. 
Might shew me what is taste, by what is not ; 
By him supported with a proper pride, 
I might hold all mankind as fools beside ; 
He (should a world* perverse and peevish ^rowoy 
Explode his masms and assert their own) 
Hi^t teach me, Uke himself to be content^ 
And let their folly be their punishment ; 
Might, like himself, teach his adopted son, 
'Gainst all the worid^ to quote a Warburton.' 

Fool that I was! could I so much deceive 
My soul with lying hopes? conid I believe 
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BEmCATIOtf. 13 

That he, the servant of his Maker sworn^ 
The servant of his Saviour, wonld be torn 
From their embrace, and leave that dear employ, 

The cnre of souls, his duty and his joy, 
For toys like mine, and waste his precious time^ 
On which so much depended, for a rhyme? 
Should he forsake the task he undertook. 
Desert his flock, and break his pastoral crook i 
Should be (forbid it, Heaven !) so high in place, 
So rich in knowledge, quit the work of grace, 
And, idly wandering o'er the Muses' hill. 
Let the salvation of mankind stand still ? 

Far, far be that from thee — yes, far from thee 
Be snch revolt firom grace, and fiir from me 
The will to thmk it— guilt is in the thought — 
Not so, not so, hath Warburton been taught, 
Not so leam'd Christ — recal that day, well known, 
When (to maintain God's honour — and his own) 
He caU'd blasphemers forth--»methink8 I now 
See stem Rebuke enthroned on bis brow, - 
And ann*d with tenfold terrom^^from fan tongiie, 
Where fiery zeal and Christian fury hung,** 
Methinks I hear the deep-ton'd thunders roil. 
And chill with horror every sinner's soul~ 
In vain they stnve to fly — flight cannot save; 
And PDtter trembles even in bis grave-— 
With all the conscious pride of innocence 
Methinks I hear him, in his own defence, 
Rear witness to himself; whilst all men knew, 
By gospel rules, his witness to be true. 

O gloriotts man ! thy zeal I must commend, 
Though it deprived me of my dearest friend ; 
The real motives of thy anger known, 
Wilkes must the justice of that anger own } 
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14 .DEDICATION. 

And, conld thy bosom have been bar'd to view, 
Pitied himself, in tuni had pitied yon. 
fired to the law, you wisely took the gown, 
Wliich I, like Deoias, foolishly laid down; 
Hence doable strength oor Hoiy Mother drew ; 
Me she got rid of, and made prise of yon. 
I, like an idle truant, fond of play, 
Doting on toys, and throwing gems away, 
Grasping at shadows, let the substance sMp^ 
But yon, my lord, renounced attorneyship 
With better purpose^ and more noble aim. 
And wisely play 'd a more snbstantiai game : 
Nor did Law mourn, bless'd in her younger son, 
For Mansfield does what Glo'ster would have done. 

Doctor! Dean! Bishopl Glo'ster! and my Lord! 
If haply these high titles may accord 
, With thy meek spirit; if the barren sonnd 
Of pride delights thee, to the topmost round 
Of fortune's ladder got, despise not one 
P'or want of smooth hypocrisy undone ; 
Who, far below, turns up his wondering eye. 
And, M||iiout envy, sees th^ plac'd so high : 
Let not thy brain {as brains less potent might) 
Dizzy, confounded, giddy with tlie heiglit, 
Turn round, and lose distinction; lose her skill 
And wonted powers of knowing good from ill, 
Of sifting ti'uth from iklsehood, friends from foes^ 
Lei Glo'ster well remember how he rose. 
Nor turn his back on men who made him great ; 
Let him not, gorg'd with power and drunk withstate, 
Forget what once he was, though now so high, 
How low, how mean, and full as poor as I. ^ 

• m m ' * # * » 

• • % * m m * 9 

Cetera iesuiU, 
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THE ROSCIAD. 



1761. 



R08CIUS deceaB*dy eaeh higli aspiffiiig pbgr'r 
Pitth'd all his ioterest for the vacant chair* 

The haskiD'd heroes of the mimic stage 
No longer M^hine Id love, and rant in rage ; 
The nionardi quits his throae, and condescendft 
Humbly to conrt the fiivonr of hia friends ; 
For pity's sake, tells ondeserv'd mishaps, 
And, their applanse to gain, reconnts bis claps. 
Thus the victorious chiefs of ancient Rome, 
To win the mob, a suppliant's form assume ; 
In pompous stnun fight o'er the' extinguish'd war, 
And show where honour bled in every scar. 

But though bare merit mig^t in Rome appear 
The strongest plea for favour, 'tis not here : 

. We form our judgment in another way. 
And they will best succeed, who best can pay ; 
Those, who would gain the votes of British tribes, 

<- Must adul to force of merit, force of bribes* 
What can an actor give? in every age 

, Cash hath been rudely banish'd from the stage; 
Monarcbs themselves, to grief of every^ play'r, 
Appear as often as their image there ; 

' They can't, like candidate for other seat, 

I Pour seas of * wine^ and moiintains raise of .ni«at 
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15 TRB B09CIAD. 

Wine ! they could bribe you with the world as soon i 
And of Roast Beef, they only know the tune : ' 
But what they have^ they give ; eould Clive ' do 
morey 

Though for each mOHoti he had brought home fonr ? 

Shuter* keeps open house at Southwark-fcir, 
And hopes the friends of humour will be there ^ 
In Smitbfield, Yates ^ prepares the rival treat 
For those who laughter lovei instead of meat. 
Foote \ at Old House, (for even Foote wiU h% 
In self-conceit an actor) bribes vritt tea ; 
Which Wilkinson ^ at second-hand receives, 
And at the New, ponrs water on the leaves. 

The town divided, each runs several ways^ 
As passion^ bonionr) interest, party, sways. 
Things of no moment, coloor of tiie hair. 
Shape of a leg, complexion bfoWn orfiiir, 
A dress well chosen, or a patch misplaced, 
Conciliate favour, or create distaste* 

1 Robert Lord CUw, the restorer, if not the fomider, of 
the British empire in lodia. 
s BdnraM aiiliter, s comic actor, who, after various tliea- 

trical Vicissiludes, died in 1176. Sliutn had an acting 
booth in Sontliwarii, (ill Lady Fair was suppressed in 116^, 
hy an order of tlie court of Common-Council. 

3 Ricliard Yates, from filling tlie most insignificant cha- 
racters, ^rradiially rose to good repute in certain cbaracters. 
His second wift: was a first-rate actress. Yates kept open 
lioolli at SmitbfieM during Bartbol^mew Biir. 

* Samael Foote, the welUnowii avtbor of several come^ttes 
and forces, and manager of the Little Theatre in the Hay- 
market, where he performed in most of liis own pieces. 
Most of these were dramatic iitiels, whence be was csiied 
*Thc English Aristophanes.' 

^ Tate Wilkinson, a versatile actor, was, at the publicatiun 
of the Rosciad, principal proprietor and manager of Sadler's 
Wells, which concern he quitted many years ago, attil isie- 
came patentee ef liie tlieatre at Ywk, mhm liis idadaesi 
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TBB ROSCIAO. 17 

Prom pilleiiies load peals of laoghler roll. 

And thunder Shnter s praises ; — he's so droll. 
Embox'd, the ladies must have something smarts 
Palmer ^, oh ! Palmer tops the janty parL 
Seated io pit, the dwarf with achiog eyes 
Looks up, and vows tliat Barry's ^ oot of size; 
Whilst to six feet the vigorous stripling grown^i 
Declares that Gurrick is another Coan ®. 
When place of judgment is by whim* supplied, 
And oui* opinions have their rise in pi ide, 
When, in discoiiraiug on each mimic el^ 
We praise and censure with an eye to self; 
All most meet'fnends, and Ackman ^ bids as fair 
In such a court, as Garrick, for the chair. 

At length agreed, all squabbles to decide, 
By some one judge the cause was to be tried ; 
But this their squabbles did afresh renew. 
Who should be jndge in such a trial : — ^wlio? 

For Johnson *° some; but Johnson, it was fear'd, 
Woul<i be too grave, and Sterne ' ' too gay appear'd; 

and liberality to the perfonners excited faonoarable praise. 

He died iu hm. 

John Palmer, a favourite actor in genteel co:ned>% 
married a daiigbter of tbe celebrated Mrs. Pritchard ; hiir| 
like bis namesakje, met witb an untimely deatb, in conse' 
qaenci; of an improper drangbt being given to bim, fur 
what misbt otherwise have proved oat a sligbt iadisposi. 
tion He was a vpry respectable player, and a man madb 
esteemed for bis integrity. 

7 Stranger Harry, an actor of tirst-rate eminence, who was 
in bis person near ms. feet bigb, finely formed, and pos- 
sessing a inaoiy coootenance wltti a must liartnonious voice. 

^ Jobu Coau, a dwarf, was a native of Norfolk, aad died 
in March, 1701. 

^ Ackiuau, rauked witb the lovrest comic actors of bis 
time. 

I® The celebrated Dr. Johnson. 
1^ lAttfeacc Stenic^ whoie Trbrtiaai Sbaady was reccuUy 
pnblisbed. 

VOL. I. G 
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rm II08GIA1I 



Others for Franklin *^ voted ; bnt 'twas knowOf 
He sieken'd at all trinmpbs but bis own : 
For Colman nmoy, but Ae peevish tongue 
Of prudent Age found out that be was yonn^ ; 
For Mnrphy '-^ some few pilfering wits declared. 
Whilst Folly clapp'dlier kands, and Wisdom star'cf. 
To miscliief trained, ev*n from bis mother's womb. 
Grown oldinfraud,thonghyet in manhood's bloom. 
Adopting arts^ by which gay villains rise. 
And reaeb the heights which hffnest men despise ; 
Mute at the bar, and in the senate loud, 
Dull 'mon^st the dullest, proudest of the proud^ 
A pert, prim, pi-ater, of the northern race, 
GuSft in his heart, and famine in his face, 
Stood forth^ — and thriee be wav'd his lily hand — 
And thrice he turirPd his Qre— thrice stroked hi» 
band— 

< At Friendship's call, (thus oft, with traitoroi^a 
aim, 

Men, void of faitli) nsnrp faith*s sacred name) 
At FYiettdship*s call I come, by Murphy sent, 
Who thus by me developes bis intent : 

But lest, transfused, the spirit should be lost, 
That spirit which, in storms of rhetoric tost. 
Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer, 
In liis. own words liis own uitentions hear* 

12 Dr. Thomas Franklin, the translator of Sophocles, 
Phalahs. and Litcian, the author of several plays, aud of a 
voliuiie of Sermons, &c. 

I' The trauMator of Terence and of the Art of Poetry, 
and -the inthnate fHeud and fiivovrlte of Clinrcbttl. 

1^ Arthur Mnrphy, Esq. a well-known playwight, Szc, 

This ciiaracier bai» been supposed to allude to the late 
Earl of Rosttiym 
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THB ROSpAO. 19 

* Thanks to my friends ; — but to vile fortunes bomi 
No robes of fur these shoulders must adorn. 
Vain your applause, no aid from thence I draw ; 
Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law ? [gain 
Twice, (cnrs'd remembrance !) twice I strove to 
Admittance 'mongst the law-instructed train, 
Who, in the Temple and Gray's Inn, prepare » 
For client's wretched feet the legal snare : 
Dead to those arts which pohsii and refine. 
Deaf to all worth, because that worth was minei 
Twice did those blocleheads startle at my namcy 
And fool rejection gave me np to shame. 
To laws and lawyers then I bade adieu, 
And plans of far more liberal note pursue. 
Who will may be a judge — my kindling breast 
Bnrns for that chair vrhich Roscias once possess'd, 
Here giv^ year votes, your interest here exert^ 
And let snccess for once attend desert*' 

With sleek appearance and with aniblincj pace. 
And, type of vacant head, with vacant face, 
The proteus Hill put in his modest plea,—* 
* Let Favour speak for others, Worth for me.'— * 
For who, like him, his various powers could call 
Into so many shapes, and shine in all? 
Who could so nobly grace the motley list. 
Actor, Inspector, Doctor, Botanist? 

Dr. John Hill was originally an apothecary and a stu- 
dent in botany » a pampiileteer, or an actor and a dramatic 
aatbor. Few epigrams possess truer point Hum that of 
Qarrick on this medical dramatisl: 

For physic and farces his equal there scarce is. 
His farces are phytic, his physic a fiirce Is. 

He compiled Ibe supplement to Chambers's Dictionary, aud ' 

pnhlished a daily paper called the * laspeelor/ to wliieii 
Charehilt alUtdes. • 
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«0 TUB ROSCIAD. 

Knows any one so well— sure no one knows— 
At once to play, prescribe, compoond, compose? 
Who can— But Woodward " came,— H»U ri»PPO 

away, . . 

Melting, like ghosts, before the rising day. 

With tl»t low cnnntBg, wliich iq fools supphes. 
And amply too, tlie place of being wise. 
Which Nature, kind indulgent parent, gave 
To qtiatify the blockhead for a knave ; 
With that smooth falsehood, whose appearance 
charms. 

And reason of each wholesome doubt disarms, 
Which to the lowest depths of goile descends, 
By vilest means pursues the vilest ends, 
Wears Friendship's mask for purposes of spite. 
Fawns in the day, and butchers in the night ; 
With that maliglHmt envy, which turns pale, 
And sickens, even if a friend prevail, 
Which merit and success pursues with bate. 
And damns the worth it camiot mutate f 
With the cold caution of a coward's spleen, 
Which fears not guilt, but always seeks a screen, 
Whidi keeps this maxim ever in her view— 
What's basely done, should be done safely too ; 
With that dull, rooted, odious impudence 
Which, dead to shame, and every ulcer sease. 
Ne'er blush'd, unless, in spreadhig vice's snares. 
She bhinder'd on some virtue unawares ; 
With all these blesangs, which we seldom find 
Lavish'd by Nature on one happy mmd, 

n This all..des to a psper nr in 'J** "™ 
fe«6ioD. 



TH« ROSCIAD* ^1 

A motley figure, of the fribble tribe, 
Wiiich heart can scarce conceive, or pen describe, 
Came simperiog on; to ascertain wliose sex 
Twelve sage, intpanneird matrons would perplex^ 
Nor male, nor female ; neither, and yet both ; 
Of neuter gender, though of Irish growth; 
A six-foot suckling, mincing in Its gait, 
Affected, peevish, prim, and delicate ; 
Fearful It seeni'd, though of athletic make, 
Lest brutal breezes shoald too roughly shake 
Its tender form, and savage motion spread 
O'er Its pale eheeks the horrid manly red. 

Much did It talk, in Its own pretty phrme. 
Of genius and of taste, of players and plays ; 
Much too of writings, which Itself had wrote, 
Of special merit, though of httle note ; 
For fiite, in a strange humour, had decreed 
That what It wrote, none but Itself should read j 
Much, too. It cliatter'd of dramatic laws, 
Misjudging critics, and misplac'd applause; 
Then, with a self-complacent jutting air. 
It smil*d, It smirk'd, It wriggled to the chiur, * 
And, with an awkward briskness not Its own,, 
Looking around, and perking on the throne. 
Triumphant seem'd, when that strange savage dame, 
Known but to few, or only known by name. 
Plain Common-Sense appeared, by Nature there 
Appointed, with Plam-Truth, to gnard the chair ; 
The pageant saw, and blasted with her frown, 
To Its first state of nothing melted down. 

Nor shall the Muse, (for even there the pride 
Of this vain nothing shall be mortified) 
Nor shall the Muse (should fate ordain her rhymes^ 
Fond, pleasing thought I to live in after-times^) 



« 
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THE ROSCIAD* 



With such a trifler's Dame her pages blot; 
Known be the character, the thing forgot : 
Let It, to disappoint each fbtnre aini, 
live without sex, and die without a name**! 

Cold-blooded critics, by enervate sires 
Scarce hammer d out, when Nature's feeble fires 
Giimmer'd their last ; whose sluggish bloody half 
froze, 

Creeps labouring through the veins; whose heart 

ne'er glows 
With fancy-kindled heat : — a servile race, 
Wiio, in mere want of fault, ail merit place ; 
Who blind obedience pay to ancient schools. 
Bigots to Greece, and slaves to musty mles; 
With solemn consequence declared that none 
Could judge that cause but Sophocles alone : 
Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd, 
Obsequious to the sacred dictate^ bow'd. [fortli. 

When, from amidst the throng, a youth stood 
Unknown his person, not unknown his worth; 
ifis look bespoke applause ; alone he stood. 
Alone he stem'd the mighty critic flood : 
He talk'd of ancients, as the man became 
Who priz'd our own, but envied not their fame ; 
With noble reverence spoke of Greece and Kome^ 
And scorn'd to tear the lanrel from the tomb* 

' But more than just to other countries grown. 
Must we turn base apostates to our own? 
Where do these words of Greece and Rome excel| 
That England may not please the ear as well i 

■ 

18 Mr. WlUiam Tooke, ia bis able mostritlve notes on 
tbls poem, bas Informed us that the original of this spirited 
invective was one Fitzpttricb^ who was atoo the hero of 
Qmick'B Fribbleriad. 



* 
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What mighty ma<^c*s in the place or air, 
That all periectiou needs must centie there? 
In states, let strangers blindly be preferred ; 
In state of letters, merit should be beard* 
• Genios is of no country ; her pnre ray 
Spreads all abroad, as general as the day ; 
Foe to restraint, from place to place she Uies, 
And may hereafter ev'n in Hollaiid lise* 
May not| (to give a pleasing &ncy scope. 
And cheer a patriot heart with patriot hope) 
May not some great extensive genuis raise 
'I'he name of Britain 'hove Atlienian praise ; 
And, whilst brave thirst of fame his bosom warmS| 
iMake England great in letters as in arms? 
There may — ^tberehath — aud Sfaakspeave*s mnse 
aspires 

Beyond the reach of Greece: with native fires 
Mounting aloft, he wings his daring tHiiclit, 
Whilst Sophocles below, stands tiembiing at his 
height. 

' Why should we then abroad forjudges roam. 
When abler judges we may find at home ? 

Happy in tragic and in comic pow*rs, 
Have we not Sli ikspeare ?~is not Jonson ours? 
For them, your natunil judges, Britons, vote ; 
They'll judge like Britons, who like Britons wrote*^ 
He said, and conquered. — Sense resum'dliersway^ 
And disappointed pedants stalk'd away. 
Shakspeare and Jonson, with deserved applause^ 
Joint judges were ordain*d to try the cause. 
Meantime tlie stranger every voice employed, 
To ask or tell his name. --Who is it? — Lloyd. 

Robert Lloyd, the bosom friend of our author, was 
the sou of Dr. Feirsou LloyU, uiid w;is uutkor of thft poen 
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Thus, when the aged friends of Job stood niiite 
And, tamely prudent, gave op the dispute, 
Elihu, with the decent warmth of youth, 
Boldly stood forth the advocate of Truth; 
C -onfuted Falsehood, and disabled Pride, 
Whilst baffled Age stood snarling at his side. 

The day of trial's fix^d, nor any fear 
Lest day of trial should be put off here : 
Causes but seldom for delay can call 
In courts where forms are few, fees none at all. 

The inorninio: came, nor find I that the sun, 
As he on other great events hath done, 
Put on a brighter robe than what he wore 
To go his journey in, the day before. 

Full in the centre of a spacious plain. 
On plan entirely new, where notliing vain, 
Nothing nragnilicent appeared, but Art 
Witli decent modesty performed her part, 
Kose a tribunal from no other court 
It borrowed ornament, or sought support; 
No juries here were pack'd to kill or clear, 
No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here j 
No gownsmen, partial to a client*s cause, 
To their own puj pose tun*d the pliant laws : 

called *Tlie Actor.' Mr. Lloyd took I he degree of M. A, 
at Cumbridtce, aim iras afterwards nsher at WcBtminster 
school, bat litis be relinquisbtd, and resorted to liis pea for 

subsistence : jind beiiii; of a tboughtlefs and extravagant 
turn, he soon roiitracted debts which he was iinaMe to 
discharge. This placwf him wiiinu the walls of thel leet- 
Prison, where hv depended for support almubt wholly on 
the bounty of ChurcbkU, whose kindiifss to him conlinued 
during aU bis necessities. On Ihe death of his benethctor, 
Lloyd sunk into a state of ilespondence, and his nnhnppy life 
came to a close o?j the I5th of December, VM, in less Uiaa 
two mouths after tiie death of CiiutchiU. 
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Eacb judge was true and steady to his trnlt. 

As Mansfield ^ wise, and as ol<l Foster ^* just. 

In the first seat, in robe of various dyed, 
A noble wildness flashiog from his eyes, 
Sat Shakspeare : — in one haud a watul be bpre^ 
For migfa^ wonders iamVl in days of yore ; 
The other held a glolie, which to his will 
Obedient turn'd, and own'd the master's skill; 
Tbiners of the noblest kind his genius drew, 
And look'd through Nature at a single view : 
A loose he gave to his iiDbbuDded soul. 
And tan^t new lands to rise, new seas to foil: 
CaiPd into being scenes unknown before, 
And, passing Nature's bounds, was something more. 

Next Jonson sat, in ancient learning traiu'd^ 
His rigid judgment Faucy's (lights restrained ; 
Correctly pruned each wild luxuriant thought, 
Mark'd out her course, nor spared a glorious fenU 
The book of man he read with nicest art, 
And ransacked all the secrets of the heart; 
Exerted penetration's utmost force. 
And trac'd each passion to its proper source : 
Then, strongly nmrk'd, in liveliest colours drew. 
And brought each foiMe forth to public view : 
The coxcomb felt a lash in every word. 
And fools, hung out, their brother fools deterred. 
His comic humour kept the world in awe, 
And laughter frightened Folly more tlian law. 
But, hark! — the trumpet sounds, the crowd 
gives way, 
And the procession comes in just array. 

^ The celebrated Lord Cblef Justice Murray, &url of 
Msnafldd. 

Sir Michael Foster, one of the Judpres of the Ooart af 
King 8 Beacli. He died the 7th of Noveiut>er» ii63. 
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Now sliould I, in some sweet poetic iiney 
Offer incense at ApoHo's shrine, 
Invoke the Mnse to quit her calm abode. 
And waken Memory, with a sleeping ode^* : 
For how should mortal man, in mortal verse. 
Their titles, merits, or their names rehearse ? 
But ^ive, kind Dulness ! memory and rliyme^ 
Well put off genias till another time. 

First, Order came, — ^with solemn step, and slow^ 
In measnr'd time his feet were taught to 
Behind, from time to time, he cast his eye, 
Lest this should quit his place, that st^ awry : 
Appearances to save his only care ; 
So things seem right, no matter what they are : 
In him his parents saw themselves renew'd. 
Begotten by Sir Critic on Saint Prnde. 

Then came dnun, trumpet, hautboy, fiddle, flute : 
Next snuffer, sweeper, shifter, soldier, mute : * 
Legions of angels all ki white advance ; 
Furies, all fire, come forward in a dance ; 
Pantomime figures then are broaght to view, 
Fools hand in hand vrith fools, go two by two* 
Next came the Treasurer of eitlier House, 
One with full purse, t'other with not a sous 
Behind, a groupe of figures awe create, 
Set off with all the' impertinence of state; 
By lace and feather consecrate to fame. 
Expletive kings^ and queens without a name. 

A supposed allusion to Ma«on's * Ode to Memory,* 
which was also ridiculed by Lloyd in an * Ode to Oblivion.* 

Coveiit-Garrleh thoatie became rich uuder the manage- 
ment of Ueaid, who, with Mbs Brent in the Beggar's Opera 
and Artaxerxes, turned the tide of public favour fui t«:veral 

ifssoils to the advautauc of that boase. 
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Here Havard all serene, in the same strains 
I^oyes, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complains > 
His easy vacant &ce proclaiai*d a heart 
Which coiild UQt feel emotions, nor impart. 
"With him came mighty Davies ; oo niy life, 
That Davies bath a very pretty wife:-^ 
Statesman all over! — in plots famous grown !— • 
He mouths a sentence, as curs mouth a bone. 

Next Holland came,— with truly tragic stalky 
He creeps, he flies, — a hero shouW not wall^. 
As if with Heaveo he warr*d« his eager eyes 
Planted their batteries agadnst the skies; 
Attitude, action, air, pause, start, sigh, groan, 
He borrovv'd, and made use of as his own* 
By fortune thrown on any other stage, 
He m^t, perhaps, have pleas'd an easy age ; 
Bat BOW appeam a copy, and oo more. 
Of something better we have seen before. 
The actor who would build a solid fame, 
Must imitation*8 servile arts disclaim ; 
Act from himself, on his own bottom stand ; 
I hate ev'n Garrick thus at second-hand. 
Behind came Kmg.~Bred up in modest lore, 
Bashful and young he sought Hibernians shore 

^ William Hawdinis the son of a vintner at Dnbliii, and 
originally intended for tiie practice of surgery. As an actor 

lie pas pleasing though iint powerfnl, and his attention to 
his part and amiable character recommended lilm to the 
good-will of tlie audience. 

^ Thomas Davies, a bookseller, actor, and author. He died 
in 1785. Hn. Davles was sometimes called upon to perform 
Mrs. Gibbers parts, particularly Cordelia in Lear ; and lier 
agore, look, and deportment, made her be received with no 
inconsiderable share of approbation. 

Holland, a pupil of Mr. Garrick, under whose tuition 
he made some proiiciency, though he seldom merited more 

pulse tlian tbatof lie&ng adM copy of ids original* 
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Hihernia, fam*cl, 'hove every other grace. 

For matchless intrepidity of face : 

From her his features caught the generous flamey 

And bid defiance to all sense of sbame ; 

Tntor'd by her all rivals to snrpasst 

'MoDgst DmrylBSODS he comes^and shines hi Brass % 

Lo, Yates ^! — Without the least finesse of art 
He gets applause ; I wish he*d set his part. 
'When hot impatience is in full career 
How vilely ^ Hark'e! Hark'el' grates the ear ; 
When active flmcy from the brain is sent. 
And stands on tip-toe for some wish'd events 
I hate those careless blunders which recal 
Suspended sense, and prove it fiction all. 

In characters of* low and vulgar mould. 
Where Nature's coarsest features we behold. 
Where, destitute of every decant grace, 
T7nmanner*d jests are blurted in your face ; 
There Yates, with justice, strict attention draws^ 
Acts truly from himself, and gains applause ; 
But wheni to please himself, or charm his wife, 
He auns at something in politer life, 
When, blindly thwarting Natnre^s stnbbom |^aii, 
He treads the sta<s;e by way of gentleman, 
Tlie clown, who no one touch of breeding knows, 
Looks likeTom Errand dress'd inClincher'sclo the&^% 

^ Ring*8 most admired cbaracters were Brass in the Coq- 
federaey. Sir Peter Teacle In the School for Scandal, the 

Oniv<> di^c^er Ui Haoilet, &c.; but hia chef-d muvrt was 
Lord OKilby in tlie Clandestine Marriage, which he per. 
foiuied with tincommua discriniination. For dry huDiour 
aud arUcuUle voiahility King was uuequalied. Ue died 

hi laoi. 

^ Ttoe cbaniGter of Ystea is accnraiely drawa by Char* 

chill. 

"^'^ A cbaiact«r Ui Far^iahar's comedy el the Censlaat 

Couple. 
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Fond of his dms, fond of his person grown, 
Laagb'd at by all, and to himself onkooWD^. 

From side to side lie stmts, he smiles, he prates. 
And seems to wonder vvhafs. become of Yates. 

Woodward ^^ eodow'd with various tiicks q^&ce. 
Great master in Uie science of grimace, 
From Ireland ventures, fiivonrite of the Town, 
linr'd by the pleasmg prospect of renown ; 
A speaking Harlequin, made up of whim. 
He twists, he twines, he tortures, every limb, 
Plays to the eye with a mere monkey's art, 
And lieaves to sense the conquest of the heart* 
We iaogh indeed ; btit, on refieetion's birth. 
We wonder at onrselves, and cntse our mirdi. 
His walk of parts he fatally misplac'd, 
And inclination fondly took for taste ; 
Hence hath the town so often seen display'd 
Beau in burlesque, high lUe in masquerade. 

But when bold wits, (not such as patch up plays. 
Cold and correct, in these insipid days,) 
Some comic character, strong featured, urge. 
To probability's extreraest verge ; 
Where modest Judgment her decree suspends. 
And for a time, nor censures nor commends 9 

^ Henry Woodward wns born iu London, bad a. liberal 
cdiicnlion at Merchant Taylors' School, and was at first 
eimagcd in the bii&iat-ss of a tallow chandler. He was theii 
bound apprentice to Mr. Kich, the manager of Covetit- 
Garden Theatre, under whose tuition he became qualiAed 
for a Imrleguin, He afterwards enmed at Dniry-taney 
where his comic powers ucquired great applause. Uobadil 
and Paroiles were estfemed his masterpieces. His deaih 
happened on the 17 th of April, 1777, and was occasioned by 
au accident, as he was jumping on to a table, iu the cha- 
racter of Scrub iu the Beaux^ Stratagem. 
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Where critics can't determine on the spot 
Whether it is in nature found or DOt, 
There Woodward safely shall his powers exert, . 
Nor iliH of liiyonr where he shows desert ; 
•Hence he in Bobadil such praises bore^ 
Such worthy praises, Kitely ^' scarce had more* 

By turns transformed into all kind of sliapes, 
Constant to none^ Foote^^ langlis, cries, strutSiaod 
scrapes : 

Now ni the centre, now in van or rear. 

The Proteus shifts, bawd, parson, aoctioneer H 
His strokes of humour, and his bursts of sport 
Are all contain'd in this one word, — distort. 

Doth a man stntter, look a-sqnint, or haltt* 
Mimics draw humoor out of Nature's fiinlt. 
With personal defects their mirth adorn, 
And hang misfortunes out to public scorn. 
Ev'n I, whom Nature cast in iiideous mould, 
Whom, having made, she trembled to behold. 
Beneath the load of mimicry may groan, 
And tind that Nature's errors are my own* 

Shadows behind of Foote and Wood ward, came ; 
Wilkinson tikis, Obrien was that name. 

Rifely, iu Jonson** Every Man in bis Humour, was a 

Ikvoii I i [e. character of Garrick's. 

Foote was outrageously olfciided at this attack, ami was 
most violent in his antjer. He wrote a prose (UalogiH% 
wherein he lampooned ChurcbiU and Lio^d, but was too 
trise to publish it. 

^ Iti several of Iris fltrces, Ftmte personated three or tfbnr 
of the principal characters himself. 

Obrien was originally a fencing master, and made his 
first appearance as an actor at i)rury-Lane Theatre, in 
1758, in the part of Captain Brazen. After continning on 
the stage six years, he married Lady Susan Strange ways, 
* daughter to the Earl of llchester, and itoon after went over 
to America, where he enjoyed a proatahle post ander govern* 
ment. 
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Strange to relate, but wonderfully true, 
That even shadows have their shadows too! 
With not a single comic power endued. 
The first a mere mere mimic's mimic stood; 
The last, by Nature formed to please, ^ho shows * 
In Jonson's Stephen which way geniiis grows ; 
Self quite put ofF, affects, with too much art, 
To put on Woodward in each mangled part; 
Adopts his shrug, his wink, his stare ; nay, more. 
His voice, and croaks; for Woodward croak'd be- 
When a dull copier simple grace neglects^ [fore* 
And rests his imitation in defects, 
We readily forgive ; but such vile arts 
Are double guilt in men of real parts. 

By Nature formed in her perversest moody 
With no one requisite of art endued, 
Next Jackson came.-;— Observe that settled glare^ 
Dnifch better speaks a puppet than a play'r; 
List to that voice — did ever Discord hear 
Sounds so well fitted to her untun'd ear ? 
When to enforce some very tender part. 
The ri|^t hand sleeps by instinct on the hearty 
His sold, of every other thought bereft, 
Is anxions only where to place the left ; 
He sobs and pants to soothe his weeping spouse, . 
To soothe his weeping mother, turns and bows : 
Awkward, embarrassed, stiff, without the skill 
Of moving gracefully, or standing still, 
One legr as if suspicious of his brother. 
Desirous seems to run away from t'other. 

^ JacksoB has since bad the chief management of the 
Theatre Koyal at Erliuburgh ; fhough possessed of a goo,d 
person und some judgment, he was a very indiderent per- 
former, owing to the disail vantages of a harsh voice and pro* 
riociai accent, ' .... 
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Some errors, lianded down from age to age^ 

Plead custom's force, and still possess the stace. 

That's vile -Should we a parent's faults adorei 

And err because our fathers err'd before ! 

Kf ioattentive to the author's miod. 

Some actors made the jest they could oot lind^ 

If by low tricks they marr*d fair Natare*8 mieo^ 

And biurr'd the graces of the simple scene^ 

Shall we, if reason rightly is employed. 

Not see their faults ; or, seeing, not avoid? 

When Fatstaff stands detected in a lie. 

Why without meaning rolls Love*s^^ f^ssy eye ? 

Why? — There's no cause — at least no cause we 

It was the fashion twenty years ago : [know — 

Fashion — a word which knaves and fools may nsci^- 

Their knavery and folly to excuse. 

To i»»py beauties, forfisits all pretence 

To fiime — to copy faults, is want of 'sense. 

Yet (thongh in some particulars he fails, 
Some few particulars, where mode prevails) 
If in these hallow'd times, when sober^ sad. 
All gentlemen are melancholy mad» 
When 'tis not deem'd so great a crime by half 
* To violate a vestal as to laugh, 
Rude mirth may iiope presumptuous to engage 
An act of toleration for the stage ; 
And courtiers will, like reasonable creatures. 
Suspend vain fashion, and unscrew their features ; 
Old Faistaff, play'd by Love^ sbaU please on«e inorei 
And humour set the audience in a roar« 

James Love, an actor and dramatic writer. His real 
name was Dauce, and his father was surveyor to the city of 
London. Tbe son was a performer on Drnry.Lane stase, 
and exc«lted in the cliaracter of Faistaff. He^ed ui m4. 
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Actors I've seen, and of no vulgar name, 
. Who, being from one part poasess'd of ikn^e, 
Whetlier they are to laugh^ cty^ whine, or bawly 
Still iotrodttce that ikvoorite part in all. 
* Here, Love, be caiition8«-ne*er be tboa betray 'd 
To call in that wag FalstafF's dangerous aid ; 
Like Goths of old, howe'er he seems a friend, 
He'U seize that throne you wisb bim to defend* 
In a peculiar mould by humonr cast, 
^or Fabtaff fhim*d^bimBeif, the first and last— 
He stands aloof from all— maintains his state^ 
And scorns, like Scotsmen, to assimilate. 
Vain all disguise-^too plain we see the trick. 
Though the knight wears the weeds of Dominic 
And Bomfiiee di^[rac'd» betrays the smack. 
In mmo AtMiiM, of Eristaff*8 saek. 

Arms cross'd, brows bent, eyes tix'd, feet march- 
ing slow, 

A band of malcontents with spleen o*erflow ; 
Wrapt in conceit's impenetrable feg. 
Which pride, like Pbmbas, draws from every bo|^ 
l^ey corse flie managers, and corse the town 
Wiiose partial favour keeps such merit down. 

But if some man, more hardy than the rest. 
Should dare attack these goatlings in their nest, 
At once they rise with in^f^otence of rage, 
Whet their small stmgs, and bus about the stage* 
< *Tis breach of pr{Tiiege!«s-Shall any dare 
To arm satiric truth agaiixst a play'r? 

37 In Dryden's Spanish Friar. 
In Farqnbar'8 Beaux Siratacieiii. 

3^ The lines within brackets were added in the second edl- 
Uon, in consequence of the language adopted by some ofthf 
fetors and Reviewers, ou ibe arst appearance the poenii 

VOL. I. B 



Digitized by Google 



24 THE ROSaAOj 

J^rescripHve rights we plead time out of mind ; 
Actors, nnlash'd themselves, may lash mankind,' 

Wiiat ! shall Opinion then, of nature ireef 
And liberal as the vagrant air, agree 
To mst in chains like these, imposed by things 
Which, less than nothing, ape the pride of kings? 
No — though halt-poets with half-players join 
To curse the freedom of each honest line : 
Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek. 
What the Mnse fireefy thinks, she'll freely ^eak } 
With^nst disdain of every paltry sneer, 
Stranger alike to flattery and fear, 
lu purpose fix'd, and to herself a rule. 
Public contempt siiali wait the public fool.] 

Anstin^^ would always glisten in French silks, 
Acknian wonld Norris be, and Packer Wiiks^' ; 
For who, like Aiekman, can with humonr please i 
Who can, MlvC Packer, cl rrm with t^pi iglitly ease ? 
Higher than all the rest, sc.: Bransby^^ strut ; 
A mighty Gulliver in LiUipiit ! 
IjQdicrons Nature ! which at ou<2e could show 
A man so very higli, so very low. * 

If I forget thee, Blakes, or if I say 
Aoght hurtful, may I never see thee play. 
Let critics, with a snpercilions air, 
Decry thy various merit, and declaim 

40 Austin is believed to bfe tbe preseut i^anager of 8om« 
provincial Ttieatre. 

ViWks and-Norris, two excellent actors of the old 
school, wf^re contemporaries witb Betterton and Booth. 

PacKer and Acknian long rettiined hnmble engagements at 

Driiry L\\nc Theatre; and were useful cipljcrs. 

BrHitshy u.is uncommonly tali, and in his gait remark- 
ably stiff ; but his performance of Keiil in Lear, and of 
Downright in Every Man in bis Hiiiuour, nvigUt have ea- 
titlMl tiim to hoaoniable mentloa, . 
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Frenchman ^ is still at top i — but scorn that rage 
Which, ID attacking tli^e, attacks the age : 
IVench follies, universally embraced, 

At once provoke our mirth, and form our taste* 

Long, from a nation ever hardly us*d, 
At random censur'd, wantonly abus'd, 
Have Britons drawn their sport; with partial view 
Fonn'd general notions from the rascal few ; 
Condemned a people, as for vices known, 
^ Which, from their country banished, seek our own. 
At length, howc'er, the slavish chain is broke, 
And Sense, awaken'd, scorns her ancient yoke : 
Taught by thee. Moody ^, we now learn to raise 
Mirtii from their foibles, from their virtues, praise. 

Next came the legion which our summer liaycs^* 
From alleys, here and there, contriv'd to raise ; 
Flush'd witli vast hopes, and certain to succeed, 
With wits who cannot write, and scarce can read. 
Veterans no more support the rotten cause. 
No more from Elliot's worth they reap applause ; 
Each on himself determines to rely ; 
Be Yates disbanded, and let Elliot fly. 
Never did players so well an author tit, 
To Nature dead^ and foes declared to wit. 

The forte of Blnkcs lay in personaiin? the French fop 
or valet, wbich he did with cousunimate cbasteueas aud ac- 
curacy. He died in lt6:i. 

^ This very respectable actor and man ri^ tired from the 
stage about the year 1195. la Irtoh characters lie lias never 
been excelled. 

^ Alluding to the summer theatre, where Mnrpby's playt 

were got np and acted uuder tht; Joint management of him- 
self and Mr. Foote. Miss Elliot, a young actress of merit, 
appeared there for tiie first tiuie^ iu tlic pari of Maria, m 
tlie Cilizeu. 
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So loud each tongue, so empty was eacb head. 

So much they talk'd, so very little said, 

So wondrous dull, aud yet so wondrous vain. 

At once so wiUing, and untit to reign, 

That Reason swojre, nor would the oath recal. 

Their mighty master's soul infonn'd tliem alL 

As one with various disappointments sad, 
Whom dullness only kept from being mad, 
Apart from all the rest great Murphy came— 
Common to fools and wits the rage of fame. 
What thongh tlie sons of Nonsense hail him Sire^ 
Auditor 4^ Author, Manager, and 'Squire, 
His restless soul's ambition stops not there ; 
To make his triumphs perfect, dub him Play'r. 

In person tall, a figure form'd to please, 
If symmetry could charm, deprived of ease; 
When motionless be stands, we all approve; 
What pity *tis the Thing was made to move! 

His voice, in one dull, deep, unvaried sound. 
Seems to break forth from caverns under ground > 
From hollow chest the low sepulchral note 
Unwilling heaves, and struggles in his throat. 

Could authors butcher'd give an actor grace, 
AH must to him resign the foremost place. 
When he attempts, in some one favourite part, 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart, 
ffis honest features the disguise defy, 
And his fiice loudly gives his tongue the lie. 

Still in extremes, he knows no happy mean. 
Or raving mad, or stupidly serene :' 

46 Murobv. In the Auditor, undertook, in concert with 
l>r Smollett, who was the editor of theBritoB,a fiy»tcinaUc 
Uetace of Umaute^ft administration. , « 

I 

■ 

I 
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In coid-wronght scenes, the lifeless actor flags ; 

In passion, tears the passion into rags. 
Can none remember? — ^Yes — I know all must — 
When in the Moor he ground his teeth to dust. 
When o'er the stage he Folly's standard bore, 
Whilst Common-Sen«&stood trembling at the door. 

How few are fonnd with real talents blessed! 
Fewer with Nature's gifts contented rest. 
Man from his sphere eccentric starts astray ; 
All hnnt for fame, but most mistake the way. 
Bred at St. Omer's to the shuffling trade, 
The hopeful youth a Jesuit might have made^ 
With various readings stor'd his empty skull, 
Liearn'd without sense, and venerably dull ; 
Oi', at some banker's desk, like many more, 
Content to tell, that twu and two make four; 
His name had stood ui City-annals fair, 
And prudent Dallness marked him for a may'r. 

What then could tempt tiiee, in a critic-age, 
Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a stage ? 
Could it be worth thy wondrous waste of pains 
To publish to the world thy lack of bmina^ 
Or might not reason e'en to thee have shown 
Thy greatest praise had been to live unknown? 
Yet let not vanity, like thine, despair : 
Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care, 

A vacant throne bigh-plac'd in Smithfield view^ 
To sacred Dullness and her first-bom due ; 
Thither witii haste in happy hour repair, 
l%y birth-right claim, nor fear a rival there* 
Sbuter himself shall own thy juster claim, 
And venal Ledgers puff their Murphy's name^ 

^ The Public-Ledger was a newspaper, conducted 
Hosh Kelly. 
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Whilst Vaughan^^ or Dapper, call liim which yon 

will, 

Shall blow the tnimpet, and give out the bill. 
There role secure from critics and from sense. 

Nor once shall Genius rise to give offence; 
Eternal pe^ce shall bless the happy shore, 
And little factions break thy rest no more« 

From Covent Garden crowds promiscoonsgo^ 
* Whom the Mose knows not, nor desires to know t 
Veterans they seeni*d, hot knew of arms no more 
Than if, till that time, arms they never bore: 
Like Westminster-militia, train'd to fight. 
They scarcely knew the left hand from the right. 
Ashamed among soch troops to show the head, 
Their cbie6 were scattered) and their heroes fled. 

Sparks^ at his ghiss sat comfortably down 
To separate frown from smile, and smile from frown* 
Smith 5^ the genteel, the airy, and the smart, • 
Smith was just gone to school to say his part. 
Ross (a niisfortone which we often meet) 
Was fiist adeep at dear Statira's feet $ 

*^ Tlmmas Vaocban, a fHend of Mnrpby, wrote two ^rce*» 
neither of which deserve to be recorded. 

Luke Sparks was a man of strong intelligence, and 
knew bow to captivate his auditory. He acqiiirtd a compe- 
tent fortune, tbough not eutireiy from acting, and retired 
from the stage soon after tbe publication of the Rosciad* 
He died about tbe year 1769. 

^ A very favourite actor in genteel comedy, and the orU 
giaal Cimrles Sor&ce, in the School for Scandal. He married 
a woman of fortune, and retired from tbe 8t<ige about the 
year nti8, to reside at Bury St Edmonds. InJToi^hewas 
prevailed upon to act Charles, for the lienetit of bis friend 
King, which he did, with an ease and elegance that obtained 
tbe imanlnioosappiante of a crowded home. 

^t lioss pleaded gnilty to the charge brought against him 
by Churchill, and laughed at his ptinisbmeut. His defects 
were owing to his Jove of esaCf and fondness for social plea^ 
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Statira, with her hero to agree, 
Stood OD her feet as fast asleep as he. 
MackliD ^% who largely deals in tiatf-form'd aonnds^ 
Who wantonly transgresses Nature's boaodSy t 
Whose acting's hard, affected, and constrained, 
Whose features, as each other they disdaiu'd^ 
At variance set, inflexible, and coarse, 
Ne*er know the workings of united force^ 
Ne*er kindiy soften to eacii.other*s aid, 
Nor show the mingled powers of li^ht and sliade ; 
No longer for a thankless stage concera'd, 
. To worthier thoughts his mighty genius turned, 
Harangued, gave lectures, made each simple elf 
Almost as good a speaker as himself; 
Wbilsl the whole town, mad with mistaken zeal, ' 
An awkward rage for elocntion feel, 
Doll cits and grave divines his praise proclaim, 
And join with Sheridan's their Mackim's name. ' 
Shuter, who never car'd a single pin 
Whether he left ont nonsense, or put in, 
Who aim*d at wit, though, leyell'd in the dark. 
The random arrow seldom bit the mark. 
At Islington, all by the placid stream 
^here City-swains in lap of Dullness dream, 
Where, quiet as her strains their strains do tioW| 
That all the patron by the bards may know, 

Bure ; for he sometimes gave proofs that he twsscssed ahili- 
ties to rouse aud auiuiate au andieuce in iht principal 
•ceiiesofQar besttrsgedies. * 

Ciiarles Macklin, cUiat M*Uugh1in, ' The Jew that- 
.Shakspeare drew.' The censure l)e8towed on him by Chtir- 
chiil is jii8t» but his very defects were in his favour in the 
re pre sen tat iou of Shylock, and in his own plays of the Man , 
of the World and Love-a<la-Mode. 
. « This gentleman was a competitor of MscUia's la 
tsscbing elocation. 
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Secret as night, with Roll's experienced aid. 
The plan of future operations laid, 
Projected schemes Uie summer mont)is to cbeer^ 
And spin ont happy folly tbroi^ the year. 

Bat think net, thongb these dastard chiefi are fle^^ 
That Covent Garden troops shall urant a head; 
Harlequin comes their chief I — See from a&r 
The hero seated in fantastic car ! 
Wedded to Novelty, his only arms 
Ate woodeii swords^ wands, talismans, and charms; 
On one side Folly sits, by some catted Fon^ 
And on the other his arcii-patron, Lun 
Behind, for liberty a-thirst in vain, 
Sense, helpless, captive, drags the galling chain; 
Six rude misdiapen beasts the chariot draw^ 
Whom Reason loatbs, and Natmre never saw. 
Monsters, urith taib of ice, and heads of fire ; 
• Gorgons, and hydras, and chimeras dire.' 
Each was bestrode by fiiH as monstrous wight^ 
Giant, dwarf, genius, elf, hermaphrodite. 
The Town, as nsnal, met him in fhU ety; 
The Town, as nsnal, knew no reason wliy : 
Bot fashion so directs, and Modems raise 
On Fashion's mouldering base their transient praise. 

Next, to the field a band of females draw 
Their force, for Britain owns no salique law: 
Jost to tiieir worth, we female rights admit, 
Kor bar their olahn to empire or to vnt, 

^ nichard RoU bad been a backney writer to an attorney^ 
and became a d nidge t'» the bookseUers. He is thougbt to 
have excited Cluirchiirsnotice by leaving engaged with Smart 
in sonic tlieatrical enterprise, ami afterwards to bave joined 
(tbitter in a similar sebeme. 

^ Mr. John Rich, tbc manager of Covent Garden, acquir- 
eft tbe name of inn, by bis excdleiit perfbrmance 0t Harle- 
%%iu; in wbipb be n^iniutted norintUed dnrbic bslf a €^nt|iqr« 



Digitized by 



TttE ttoscr4ji. 



First giggling, plotting, chamber-maicls arrive, 
Hoydens and romps, led on by General Ciive 
In spite of outward blemishes she shonet 
For hiimoor fiunM and homonr all tier own: 
Easy, as if at home, the stage she trod, 
Nor sought the critic's praise, nor fear'd his rod : 
Original in spirit and in ease, 
She pleas'd, by hidii^ all attempts to please: 
No comic actress ^er yet could laise 
On hamoai'B base^ more moit or more prake. 

With tall tlie native vigonr of sixteen, 
Among the merry troop conspicuous seen, 
See lively Pope advance in jig and trip, 
Corinna, Cheny, Honeycomb, and Snip ; 
Not withoat art, but yet to natare tfuie, 
She charms Ae town with humour just, yet new : 

Cheer'd by her promise, we the less deplore 
The fetal time when Clive shall be no more 

Lkv! Vincent conies — Mrithsiojple grace am^d^ 
She laughs at paltry arts, and scorns parade : 
Nature tiirougb her is by reflection shown, 
Whilst Gay once more knows Polly fbr his own* 

^6 Catherine Clive, a celebrated comic actress, was the 
daus^hter of ail Irisli geutleinafi of the name of Rafter, and ia 
173'i marritd G. Clive, Esq brother of Mr. Baron Clive. From 
a collision of tempers they soon sei>arated, but cahuiiny 
uever wounded her fame. In 1109 Mrs. Clive quitted the 
Stage, and lived a retired life upon a cooipetency at Twickea* 
liam, wbere site died tu 1785, at tlie age of H. 

«7 This pleasing actress has conflraied Uie poet*s prediction* 
and still contributes to tlie entertainment of the putitltc. 

^ It is remarkable tliat Lloyd, the friend of Cliarcliili, 
strengtiiened tliis closittg ptesage, 1^ declaring^ 
Pope, for comic hnmonr fam*d, 
Siiali live wliea Ciive no more is nam*d. 

^ Mrs. Vinceat, afterward Mrs. Mills, was more admired 
for her ineiodious voice tiian for ber talents as an actresi. 
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Talk iiot to me of dffidenee and fear--- 

I see it all, but must forgive it here ; 
Defects like these, which modest terrors csuise^ 
From Impudence itself extort applause: 
Candour and Reason stiU take Virtue's part; 
We ioYe ev'n foibles in so good a hearts 

Let Tommy Ame with usual pomp of style^ 
Whose chief, whose only merit's to compile, 
Who, meanly pilfering here and there a bit, 
Deals music out as Murphy deals out wit. 
Publish proposals, laws for taste preseribe» 
And chant the praise of an Italian tribe; 
Let him reverse kmd Nature's fiist decrees, 
And teach ev'n Brent " a metliod not to ple^isp; . 
But never shall a truly British age 
Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the stage ; 
The boasted work's call'd national in vaui. 
If one Italian voice pollutes the straui* 
Where tyrants role, and slaves with joy obey. 
Let slavish minstrels pour the' enervate lay ; 
To Britons far more noble pleasures spring, 
In native notes whilst Beard and Vincent siiig. 

^ Thomas Angastlne Ame, an English mnsiclan, and bro. 
ther to Mrs. Gibber. He becBine eminent In his profession, 

and in 115*J he bad the degree of doctor of mnsic conferred 
ou him by the nniversity of Oxford. His Artaxerxes still 
ranks among the first of our operative cooipositioas. He 
died in 1778. 

SI Miss Brent was a scholar of Dr. Ame, and thongh defi- 
cient in beauty as well as form to represent Polly Peacbmn ; 
yet snch were the fHScinating powrrs of her voice, that Ibe 
Town seemed to be better pleased willi the Beggar's Opera 
when Beard and Brent performed, than when the parts were 
originally acted by Tom WRlker uiid the ceiebrated Misi 
Fenton, afterwards Duchess ot Bolton. 

^ Jyhn Beard married a daughter of Rich, and in 1161 
Bftcceeiled In the management of Govent Oarden Tbealrf • 
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Might fignre give a title unto fame, 
What rival should with Yates dispute ber claim? 
But justice may not partial trophies raise. 
Nor siok tlie actress in the woman's praise. 
Still hand in hand her words and actions go. 
And the heart feels more than the features show ^ 
For, through the regiotis of that beauteous face 
We no variety of passions trace ; 
Dead to the soft emotions of the heart. 
No kindred softness can those eyes impart : 
The brow, still fix'd in sorrow's sullen frame. 
Void of distinction, marks all parts the same. 

What's a fine person, or a beauteoos face, 
Unless deportment gives them decent grace i 
Bless'd with all other requisites to please, 
Some want the striking elegance of ease ; 
The curious eye their awkward movement tires : 
They seem like puppets led about by wires : 
Otliers, like statues, in one posture still, 
Give great ideas of the workman's skill; 
Wondering, his art we pmise the more we vieWy 
And only grieve he gave not motion too. 

His first wife wSs th« lady Henrietta Herbert, daughter of 
James Earl Waldegrave, and widow of Lord Edward Her- 
bert. His first appearance in Covent- Garden was in 1759, in 
the character of Macbeatli, which, aided by Miss Brent in 
Polly, ran fifty-two nights. He retired from the stage in 
and died in 1791 at the age of 74 years. 

^ Anna Maria Yates, the wife of Richard Yates, before- 
mentioned, and a tragic actress of very considerable celebrity. 
She performed at Dory Lane with GarriclK, near the close of 
Ills tbeatrlcsl career ; and Her recitstlon of Sheridan's Mo« 
nody on bis death drew many tears. Mrs. Yates died In 
nat : and an affectionate tribute to her merits appeared in 
the Gentleman's Magaziue for JiUy in that year» from the 
pen of a female friend. 
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Weak of themselves are what we beauties call; 

II is the manner which gives strength to all j 

This teaches every beauty to unite, 

And brings them forward in the noblest light : 

Happy in this, behold, amidst the throng, 

With transient gleam of grace, Hart ^ sweeps along. 

If all the wonders of external ^rac^e, 
A person finely tnm'd, a ttionld of &ce. 
Where, anion rare, expression's lively forc6 
With beauty's softest magic holds discourse^ 
Attract the eye; if feelings, void of art, 
Rouse the quick passions, and inflame the heart j 
If music, sweetly breathing from the tongne. 
Captives the ear, Bride must Hot {mss unsnng. 

When fear, which rank ill-nnttfre terms tonceit. 
By time and custom conquer'd, shall retreat; 
When judgment, tntor'd by experience sage, 
/ Shall shoot abroad and gather strength from, age ; 
When Heaven, in mercy, shall the stage release 
From the dull slumbers of a^till-life piece ; 
When some stale flower, disgraceful to the walk. 
Which long iiath hung, tliough withered, on the 
stalk, 

Shall kindly drop, then Bride shall make her way» 
And merit find a passage to the day ; 
Brought into action, she at once shall raise 

Her owu renown, and justify our praise. 

^ Mrs. Hart was tbe daughter of a reputable tradesman 
In St. Jameses, and obtained an engagemfrnt at Covent Garden 
by the elegance of her figure, bat was posBetted of no otber 

claim to public favour. 

^ It has been thought that Churchill considerably over- 
rated the abilities of this actress, wbosd reputatloa nerer 
yems to have ' Justified bis praise,' 
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Form'd for the tragic scene^ to grace flie stage 
•With rival excellence of love and rage ; 
Mistress of each soft art^ with matchless skill 
To turn and wind the passions as she will; 
To melt the heart with sympathetic woe. 
Awake tlie sigh, and teach the tear to flow | 
To put on frenzy's wild distracted glare. 
And freeze the soul witli horror and despair , 
With just desert enrolTd in endless fame, 
Conscious of worth superior, Gibber came. 

VVhen poor Alicia's maddening brains are rack'di 
And strongly iniag'd griefi her mind distract, 
Stmck with her grief, I catch the madness too, 
My brain turns round, the headless trunk I view ! 
The roof cracks, shakes, and falls ! — new horrors 
And Reason buried in tiie ruin lies. £ri&e^ 

Nobly disdainful of each slavish art, 
She makes her first attack upon the heart ; 
Pleased with the smnmons, it receives her iaws^ 
And all is silence, sympathy, applause. 

But when, by fond ambition drawn aside, 
Giddy with praise, and puffed with female pride^ 
She quits the tragic scene, and, in pretence 
To comic merit, breaks down Nature's fence, 

Mrs. CiUber was the daughter of Mr. Anie, an uphol- 
sterer iu King Street, Coveut Ganltu, and sister to tlie ctle- 
brated composer of that name. In 1734 slie married Tbeo* 
phllDs Gibber, and became a pupil of his ^|^er Colle y, t(> 
whose instructions ?hc was considerably i4|p>ted for her 
future eminence. Her person was perfectly elegant ; her 
voice was beyond conception plaintive and musicul, yet far 
from deficient in powers for the expression of resentment or 
disdain ; and she posamed an eqaal command of featnre 
for tlie representation of pltv or rage, of pride or compla- 
cence. Through every castor tragedy she was excellent, and 
but for Mrs. Pritchard, supreme. She made some attempts 
in comedy, but they were in no degree equal to lier tragic 
efforts. Siie died ia 1700. 
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I scarcely cau believe my ears or eyes, 

Or find oat Gibber through the dark disguise. 

Pritcbard % by Nature for the stage dewgn'd, 
lo person gracefnly and in sense refin'd ; 
Her ai t as much as Nature's friend became^ 
Her voice as free from blemish as her fame^ 
Who knows so well in majesty to please, 
Attemper'd with the graceful charms of ease? 
When Congreve's iavoar'd pantomime to grace. 
She comes a captive queen of Moorish race ; 
When love, hate, jealousy, despair, and rage, 
With wildest tumults in her breast engagCi 
Still equal to herself is Zara seen; 
iter passions are the passions of a queen. 

Wlien she to mnrder whets the timbrons thane, 
I feel ambition nish tiirongfa- every vein ; 
Persuasion hangs upon her daring tongue, 
My heart s^rows flint, and every nerve's new struncf^ 

In comedy — * Nay, there,* cries Critic, * hold ; 
Pfitchard's for comedy too &t and old ; 

^ Mrs. Pritcbard's maiden name wasVaoghati. Her first 

appt-arance was in one of Fielding's pieces, in the little Hay- 
inarket Tlieatre. Her secrnid attempt was at tbe playhoitn^ 
in Goodman's Fields ; and soon after she acted at bartho. 
hunew Fair. Ilosalind, in As You Like It, at once establish, 
ed her theatrical rank at Drury Lane. Not confined to any 
one walk of acting, she there ranged throngh all ; and ilis- 
covered a fund of merit in every distinct class; her tia^ic 
power was afypetit, but particularly where force of expros- 
bion and digmiy of action were required. Cburcbill has 
seized her peculiar excellencies, and given a finished portrait 
of ber in lier prime characters of Lady Macl>eth» Zara, and 
Mrs. Oakly. Her unblemished conduct in private life justly 
Increasi'd her favotir with all ranks of people, and few ac- 
tresses were ever pouerlully patronised as Mrs. Prilchanl. 
After having trod llie stage six and thirty years, she in llG^ 
Withdrew to hdlh, where she died^ about four tuouths after, 
luf a mortification In ber foot. 
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Who caUf with patience, bear the grey coquet^ 
Or -force a laif^ with over-grown Joliet ? 
Her apeecii, took, action, hamoor, all are just. 

But then her age aud figure give disgust/ 
Are foibles then, and gi*aces of the inindi 
In real life, to siase or age confin'd ? 
Do gjpirits flow, and is good breeding plac'd 
In any set circamferedce of waist P 
As we grow old, doth afiectation cease, 
Or gives not age new vigour to caprice ? 
If in originals these things appear, 
Why should we bar them in tlie copy here? 
The nice punctilto-niongers of this age, 
The grand roimite refoimers of the stage. 
Slaves to propriety of every kind, 
Some standard measure for each part should 6ndj 
Which when the best of actors shall exceed, ' 
Let it devolve to one of smaller breed. 
All Actors, too, upon the back should bear 
CSertificate of birth time, when ; — place, where 
For how can critics rightly fix their worth, 
Unless they know the minute of their birth? 
An audience too deceived, may find, too late. 
That they have clapp'd an actor out of date. 

Figure, I own, at first may give ofience, 
And harshly strike the eye's too curious sense ; 
But when perfections of the mind break forth, 
Humour's chaste sallies, judgments solid worth ; 
When the pure genuine flame, by Nature taught. 
Springs into sense, and every action*s thought 3 
Before such merit all objections fly ; 
.Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick's six &et high. 

Oft have I, Pritchard, seen thy wondrous skill, 
Confessed thee gveat, but find thee greater stilly 
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That worth, which shone in scattered rays before^ 
Collected now, breaks forth with double pow'n . 
The Jealous Wife ; on that thy trophies raise^ 
Inferior only to the author's praise. 

From DaUifiy fiun*d in legends of roniaiice 
For mighty magic of enchanted lance^ 
With which her heroes arm'd victorious prove, 
And, like a flood, rush o*er the land of Love, 
Mossop and Barry <:ame. — Names ne'er desigo'd 
By Fate in the same sentence to be join*d« 
Rais'd by the breath of popular accbdm. 
They mounted to the pinnacle of fame ; 
Tliere the weak brain, made giddy witli the h^ight| 
8par*d on the rival chiefs to mortal fight. 
Thus sportive boys around some bason*s brim 
Behold the pipe-drawn bladders circling swim^ 
Bat if» from lungs more potent^ there arise f 
Two bubbles of a more than common size, * 
Eager for honour, they for tight prepare, 
Bubble meet^ bubble, and both sink to ain 

Mossop, attached to military plan, 
Still kept bis eye fix'd on his right-hand man ; 
MTbibt the month measnres wor£ with seeroinft skill| 
The right hand labours, and the left lies still ; 
For he resolv'd on scripture-grounds to go, 
What the right doth, tiie left hand siiaii not know* 
With studied impropriety of speech 
He soars beyond the hackney critic's reach ; 

> ^ Mossop, though ungraceful in deportment and undl^nl- 
fled iu action, was yet in de?;ree of stuge excellence Ibe 
third actor; Garnck uud Buny only were his snpenors; in 
parts of vehemence and rage be.was aUaost nnequalled ; and 
In sentinientai gravity, from the power of his voice and iHt 
Justness of his elocution, he was a very comniandini; speaker. 
After having l)een unsuccessful as a manager at Dublin, K« 
returned to Loudon, and died there in great poverty, Nov. llli. 



To epithets allots emphatic state. 
Whilst prifidpals, nngrac'd, like ladcies wait; 
In wiqrs first trodden Inmirif mcels, 
And stands alone in indeolineaMes ; 

Conjunction, preposition, adverb, join 
To stamp new vigour on the nervoos line: 
In monosyllables his thunders roll. 
He, she, it, and, we, ye, they, fright the sonl. 

In- person taller than the connmon siae, • 
Behold where Barry ^ draws admiring eyes ! 
When labouring passions, in his bosom pent, 
Convulsive rage, and strnggling heave for vent. 
Spectators, with imagin'd terrors warm, 
Anxions expect the bnntiiq; of the storm ; 
Bat, all nnfit in sndb a pile to dwell. 
His voise conies forth, like Echo from her cell, 

^ Spranger Darry was born in Dublin in 1719, and hreJ n 
sitverttDiUii. which trade he abandoned fur the TheaUre, aad 
made bis first attempt ia the cbaracler of Otbello lo 1744. 
;io 1147 he came to England, and was engaged at Druiry Lane* 
which he soon quitted for Coven t Garden, and proved a for- 
midable rival to Garrick, who was the leader of the other 
house. In 1758 he went to Ireland, and jointly with Wood- 
ward was concerned in two playhouses, one at Dublin and the 
other at Cork ; these falling, he returned to England, w&cre 
be was engaged by Foote, at the Haymarket ; and in 1706 he 
accepted the proposals of Garrick, for himself and his wife, 
at the liberal salary of 1500^. per auu. Mrs. Barry was then 
gradually rising to that excellence in her profession which 
soon ranked her among the most celebrated actresses. An 
iiicre^e of 200/. a year hi their ssbry tempted Mr. and Mrs. 
Burry In tlie year 1174 lo leave Drury Lane for Covent Gar- 
den. An hereditary gout increased upon him at this time^ 
and be died Jannary 10, 1777. Of all the tragic actors who 
are siill remenabered, excepting only Garrick, Barry was un- 
questionaidy the most pleasing. He established in many of 
Ills pertormances au equality with Qanick, and in Othello 
and a few other parts contended for tbe snpeffiorily. He 
likewise excelled in many parts of gealed €0in€4|f| mslk 
as Lord Townly, Young Hevllle, &a 
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To swell the tempest needful aid denies, 

And all adown the stage in feeble mnrmiirs dies. • 

What nian^ Hke. Harry, with such paioSi can err 
In elocution^ action, character^ 
"What man rauld give, if Barry was not bere^ 
8nch well-applaoded tenderness to Lew? 
Who else can speak so very, very fine, 
That sense may kindly end with every line? 

Some dozen lines before the s:host is there. 
Behold him for the solemn scene {Mpepare ! 
See bow be frames bia eyes, pdses each limb. 
Puts the whole body into proper trim :— 
From whence learn, with no great stretch of 
art, 

Five lines hence comes a ghost, and, ha! a start. 

When he appears most perfect, still we find 
Something which jars upon and hurts the muid: 
Whatever lights npott a part are thrown. 
We see too plainly they are not his own: » 
No flame from Nature ever yet he caught, 
Nor knew a feeling which he was not-taught : 
He raised his trophies on the base of art, 
And con^d his passions, as he con'd hb part. 

Quin from afar, luf^d by tiie seent t>f fame, ^ 
A stage leviatlian, put in bis claim, . 

7^ James Qnin was bom in London in 1693 ; be was in- 
tended for ihc law, but studied Shakspeare more Ibati the 
smtiites. and displayed his theatric po^vtrs at Mr. Riches 
theatre, in ilie character of Falstatf, which was played nine- 
teen times io the same season. He cootinued to be for many 
years the nnrivalled>epre.«eiitatlvcof the h n morons knlgbf» 
no otic ii.iviii^ approached his excellence in that part except 
Wr. HemU rsoM. Ills last performance <tf that arduous cha- 
racter took pUu e oil M:uch J9,17o3 ; after which he retired 
to Uath, where he dieU iu i7t (>. The bou-muts and repartees 

attiilbttfeit to mm woidd siicU a volume* 
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Pupil of Betterton and Booth ^\ Alone, 
Sullen he walk'd, and deeni'd the chair his own : 
For how should moderns, mushrooms of the day^ 
Who ne'er those masters knew, know how to 

Gniy-bearded veteraosy who, with partial tongue ' 
Extol the ti iiics when they themselves were youngs 
Who, having lost all relish for the stage, 
See not their own defects, but lash the age, 
Received, with joyful rourmnrs of applawe, 
Their dariiiig chief, aod lin'd his fiivoorite caose. 

F^r be it from the candid Muse to tread 
Insulting o'er the ashes of the de^d. 
But, just to living merit, she maintains. 
And dares the test, whilst Garrick's genius rdgns^ * 
Ancients, in vain, endeavour to excel. 
Happily praised, if they could act as well. « > 
But, tliough prescription's force we disallow, 
Nor to antiquity submissive bow ; 
Though we deny iuiaginaiy grace, 
Founded on accidents of time and plaisc ; 
Yet real worth of every growth shall bear 
Due praise, nor must we, Quin, foget thee there. 
His words bore sterling weight : nervous and strong^ 
In manly tides of sense they rolPd along ; 
Happy in art, he chiefly had pretence 
To keep up numbers, yet not forfeit sense ; 
N.O actor ever greater heights could reach 
In all the labour'd artifice of speecli. 
Speech! is that all ? — And shall an actor found 
An universal fame on partial ground i 

7« Betterton and Booth were trat^edians of tlie highest re- 
putation, and flourished towards the conclusion of the 11 tk 
and coaunencemeut of (he IbCh ceaturics. 
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Parrots themselves speak properly by rote, 
Aod, in six months, my dog shall howl by note. 
I laQgfa at those, in^o^ when the stage tliey tread. 
Neglect the heart, to compliment the head ; 
With strict propriety their care's confin'd 
To weigh out words, while passion halts behind : 
To syllable-dissectors they appeal, 
Allownhem accent, cadence, — fools may teel ; 
But spite of all the criticising elves, 
Those who wonld make os feel^ most feel them- 
selves. 

His eyes, in gloomy socket tanght to roU| 
Proclaim'd the sullen habit of his soul : 
Heavy and phlegmatic he trod the stage. 
Too prood for tenderness, too dull ibr rage. 
When Hector's lovely widow shmes In tears, 
Or Rowe's gay rake dependent virtne jeers, 
With the same cast of features he is seen 
To chide the libertine, and court the queen. 
From the tame scene, whieli without passion flowS| 
With just desert bis reputation rose ; 
Nor less he pleased, when on some surly plan 
He was at once the actor and the man. 

In Brute he shone, unequalPd: all agree 
Gamck's not half so great a brute as he. 
When Cato's laboured scenes are brought to view^ 
With equal praise the uetor labonr'd too ; 
For still you'll find, trace passions to their root. 
Small difference 'twixt the stoic and the Brute, 
In &ncied scenes, as in life's real plan, 
He could not, for a moment, sink the man. 

7^ Androunelie, In AmbrMe Philips^s tragedy of The Dl8« 

Hrest Mother. 
73 la Vanbufgb'a ProTok*a Wifs. 
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In whate'er cast his cliaracter was laid, 
Self stilt) like oil, upon the surface play'd« 
Nature) in spite of all bis skill, crept in : 
Horatio, Dorax, ^4 Falstaff,— «till 'twas Ctnin. 

>.Next follows Sheridan ; — a doubtful name^ 
As yet unsettled in the rank of fame : 
This, fondly lavish in his pntises growOf 
Gives liim all merit : that, allows him none ; 
Between them both, we'll steer the middle coorse. 
Nor, loving praise, rob Judgment of her force. 

Just his conceptions, natural and great. 
His feelinp strong, his words enforc'd with weight. 
Was speech-fam'd Quin himself to hear him speakp 
Envy would drive the ookmr from bis cheek i 
But stepdame Nature, niggard of her grace^ 
Denied the social powers of voice aud face. 
Fix'd in one frame of features, glare of eye^ 
Passions, like chaos, in confusion lie : 
In vain the wonders of his skill are tried 
To form distinctions^ Nsiture hath denied. 
His Yoiee no touch of harmony admits, 
trreguluiiy deep, and shrill by fits ; 

In Dryden*8 DonSebastlau. 

7«5 Thomas Sheridan, the sou of Dean Swift's friend Dan, 
wab buru at Quilcaiu Ireland, in 1121. After a claftsical edu- 
cation, he ia 1143 Sfipsawd on the stage in Dablin, and ac- 
quired coadderablaemlneDce isa ^tragedian, partlcuiarljr in 
the character of Cato. He was engaged diirinc: one season at 
Covent-Garden. In 1756 he revisited Ireland, quitted the 
stage, comuienced lecturer on elocutioit, and was honoured 
hy tht iiuiversity of Dublin with the de^^ree of M. A. At the 
aceeisiim of his present Mi^esty a pension was granted to 
liim, and in 1763 he read a course of oratorical lectores la 
tiie universities of Oxford and Cambridge* In ITTB he oom- 
piled a Dictionary of tlie English language with respect 
chiefly to its orthoepy. He also published a life of Swift ia 
llt»,aua died in iViilu 



Digitized by Google 



54 ' * THE ROBmO. 

The two extremes appear like man and wife. 
Coupled together for the sake of strife. 

His action's always strong, bnt sometimes sncli. 
That candonr mnst declare lie acts too much. 
Why must impatience fall three paces back? 
Why paces three, return to the attack? 
Why is the right leg, too, forbid to stir^ 
Unless in motion semicircular? 
Why mnst the hero with the Nailor Tie, 
And harl the close-clench'd fist at nose or eye ? 
In royal John, with Philip angry grown, 
I thought he would have knock'd poor Daviesdown* 
Inhuman tyrant I was it not a shame 
To fright a lung so harmless and so tame! 
But, spite of all defects, his glories rise, 
And art, by judgment form'd, with nature vies. 
Behold him sonnd the depth of Hubert's soul. 
Whilst, in his own, contending passions roU; 
View the whole scene, with critic judgment scan. 
And then deny liim merit if you can. 
Where he fidls short, 'tb Nature's ftnit alone ; 
Wiiere he succeeds, the merit's all his own. 

Last Garrick came. — Behind him throng a train 
Of snarling critic's, ignorant as vain. 

. 7(> David Garrick was the &oa of Peter Garrick of Licii- 
field, s captain in the army. He was bom in 1761. In li:iT 
* lie with bis tuwnsinau andiastructor Dr. Sam. Johuson came 

to Li>ii(lori to seek his fortune. In 1741, he determined to 
make tria) of his theatrical qualifications at the playhouse in 
Goodman s Fields, un(ler the direction of Mr. Giffard. The 
part he chose |or his first appearance was that of Richard the 
Third ; and tUR soon estabUahed bis repnittlon as tbe flist 
actor of his own or any former age. At Goodman's Fields 
Mr. Garrick remained but one season, after which he removed 
to Drtiry-Lane, where he continued till Fleetwood's niis- 
mntiagement and want of prudence brought that theatre to 
the brink of ruin. In the summer of 1742, he went to per> 
fonn In Ireland, and was regarded as a prodigy. Rich of 
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One finds out, — ^ He's of stature somewhat 
low— 

Your -bero always dionld be tall, you know;— > 
Trae natural greatness all consists in height.' 
Prodoce yonr vonelier, critic : — ^ Serjeant Ky te/ 

Another can*t forgive the paltry arts 
By which he makes his way to shallow hearts j 
Mere pieces of finesse, traps for applause. — 
< Avaunt t unnatural start, affected pause.' 

For me, by Nature lbmi*d to judge with phlegm, 
I can't acquit by wholesale, nor condemn. 
The best things earned to excess are wrong ; 
The start may be too frequent, pause too long; 
Hut, only us*d in proper time and place, 
Severest judgment must allow them grace. 

B 

CovenI Garden next engaged Garrick in his service ; hut Rich 
refnsing him an adeqaate sbarcr in the profit, lie clobtd with 
Lacy who was now the sole proprietor of the theatre in 
Drury Lane, for a moiety of the pntent atHOOO^. wliich sum 
by a strict attention to economy he had acaiinulattd. This 
transaction took place in 17^1, and his joint management 
witii Lacy continued with nninterrupied iin mimity, and con- 
sequent success, until the death of the latter in 177 {. The 
whole manawment then devolved on the survivor, till tlie 
year 1770 ; when Mr. Garrick, at a period when his powers 
liad sntTered little injnry from time, and in the height of -his 
fame, determined to retire to the enjoyment uf a large forfiinc, 
acquired in the service of the public. His last appearance 
was in the character of Hon Felix, iu the Wonder, acted lOtU 
Jane, 1176, for a charitable beneflt. He was received with 
rapture by a crowded audience, and dismissed with plaudits 
mingled with tears. The obligations which the pnbliiv are 
under to him for the decency and propriety of our present 
dramatic performances will ever entitle him to the jjratefiil 
respect of this country, independent of his transcendent 
merit as an actor» or of his abilities as an author. He died 
on the 5!0th of January. 1771), and bis remains were interred 
with eweiy public testimony of respect and regard. 

77 In Farqnfaar^s Kecmilhig Officer. 
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If bunglers, formed on Imitation's plan, 
Just in tbe way that monkics mimic man> 
Their copied scene with mangled arts disgrace, 
And pause aud start with the same vacant fiice. 
We join tbe eiitie langh ; those tricks we score 
Which spoil the scenes they jnean them to adorn ; 
But when, from Nature's pure and genuine source. 
These strokes of acting flow witli generous force. 
When in the features all the soul's ponrtray'd. 
And pasnoos, socb as GarridiVs are dispiay'd. 
To me tbegr seem from quickest feelings caug^^ 
Each start is nature, and each pause is thought. 

When reason yields to passion's wild alarms. 
And tiie whole state of man is up in arms, 
What but a critic, could condemn tbe play'r 
For pausuig here, when cool sense pauses there? 
Whilst, workusg from tbe heart, tbe fire I trace> 
And mark it strongly flaming to the face; 
Whilst in each sound I hear the very man, 
I can't catch words, and pity those who can. 

Let wits, like spiders, from the tortnr'd brain 
Fine-draw tbe critic-web with curious pain; 
Hie Gods— a kindness I with thanks must pay- 
Have form'd me of a eoai^er kind of clay ; 
Nor stung with envy, nor with spleen diseas'd, 
A poor dull creature, still with Nature pleas'd: 
Hence to thy praises^ Garrick, I agree, 
And, pleased with Nature, must be pleas'd witbtbee. 

Now might I tell, how silence reigned throughou t. 
And deep attention hush'd the rabble rout; 
How every claimant, tortured with desire. 
Was pale as ashes, or as red as fire ; 
But, loose to i^nie, the Muse more simply acts, ' 
Rejects all flourish, and relates mere fbcti* * 
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The judges, as the several parties came. 
With temper heard^ v^itli judgmeut weigh'd each 
ciaiiUy 

Aody in thfiir sentence happily agreed. 

In name of both, great Sliakspeare thus decreed : 

^ If manly sense, if nature llnk'd with art ; 
If thorongh Icnowled^. of the human heart; 

If powers of acting vast and unconfin'd ; 

If fewest faults with greatest beauties join*d ; 

If strong expression, and strange powers which lie 

Within the magic circle of the eye; 

If feelings which few hearts, like his, can know^ 

And which no face so well as his can show, 

Deserve the preference ; — Garrick ! take the chair j 

Nor quit it— till thou place an equal there.' 
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ADORESSto TO 

: THE CRITICAL REFIEIVERS'. 



TrlfttUiun et Metns* 

HOR. 

Laughs not the heart, when giants, big with pride. 
Assume the pompons port, the martial stride ; 
0*er arm Herculean heave the* enormous shieidj 
Vast as a weaver's beam the javelin wield ; 
With tlie load voice of tbondering Jove deiy 
And dare to single combat — ^Whatp — 4 fly. 

And laugh we less, when giant names, which shine 
Established, as it were, by right divine. 
Critics, whom every captive art adores, 
To whom glad Science pours forth all her stores ; 
Who high in lettered reputation sit. 
And hold, Astrsea Kke, the scales of wit, 
With partial rage rush forth, — Oh ! sliame to tell ! 
To crush a bard just bursting from the shell? * 

Great are his perils in this stormy time 
Who rashly ventures on a sea of rhyme : 

* In the Critical Review for May, 1761, the montli when 
tbis poeui was publisiicd, its author whh opprobrioiisly de- 
situated to be oue ' CburcbiU, wbo it seems U a clerj^ymau. ' 



Digitized by Google 



•THB'AFOMOY. 



59 



Arouftid vast surges roll, winds envioas blow, 
ADd jealous rocks and quicksands lurk below : 
Greatiy his foes he dreads, but more his friends 
He hurts me most who lavishly commends. 

Look through the world— m every other trade 
The same einployment's cause of kindness made, 
At least appearance of good- will creates, 
And every fool puffii off the fool he hates : 
Coblers with coblers smoke away the nighty ' 
And in the common eaose e*en players unite : 
AuUiors alone, with more than savage rage, 
Unnatural war with brother-authors wage. 
The pndc of Nature would as soon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit : 
Onward they rush at Fame's imperions call^ , 
And, less than greatest, would not be at all. 

Smit with the love of honour — or the pence-— 
O'errun with wit, and destitute of sense, 
Should any novice in the rhyming trade 
With lawless pen the realms of verse invade^ 
Forth from the coort, where scepter'd sages sit^ 
Abus'd with praise, and flattered into wit» 
Where in lethargic majesty they reign, 
And what they won by dulness still maintain^ 
Legions of factious authora throng at once. 
Fool beckons fool, and dance awakens dunce. 
To Hamilton*^ the ready lies repahr, — 
Ne'er was lie made which was not welcome there^ 
Thence on maturer judgment's anvil wrought. 
The polish'd falsehood's into public brought. 
Quick-circulating slanders mirth attbrd^ 
And reputation bleeds in every word. 

A critic was of old a glorious name. 
Whose sanction handed merit up to fame : 
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Beauties as well as faults he brought to view ; 
His judgment great, aod great his candour too ; 
No Jiervile roles drew sickly taste aside ; 
Secure be walk'd, for Nature was lus guide. 
ButnoWyOh! strange reverse! our critics bawl 
In praise of caudour with a heart of gall ; 
Conscious of guilt, and fearful of the lights 
They lurk enshrouded in the veil of night | 
Safe from detection» aeise the' unwaiy prejr^ 
And stab, like bravoes, all who come that wuy» 

When first my Muse, perhaps more bold than 
Bade the rude trifle into light arise, [wisCi 
Little she thought such tempests would ensue. 
Less, that those tempests would be rais'd by yoiu 
The tbunder'a fuiy rends the towering oak| 
Rosciadfi, Vke shrubs; might *scapethefiital stroke. 
Vain thought! a critic's fury knows no bound ^ 
Drawcansir like, he deals destruction round ; 
Nor can we hope he ^ will a stranger spare 
Who givea no quarter to Iub friend Voltake. 

Unhappy genius plac'd by partial Fate 
With a free spirit in a slavish state ; * 
Where the reluctant Muse, oppressed by kings^ 
Or droops in silence, or in fetters sings. 
In vain thy dauntless fortitude hath borne 
The bigot's furious seal, and tyrantfs scom« 
Why didst thou safe from home-bred dangem steer. 
Reserved to perisli more ignobly here ? 
Thus, when, the Julian tyrant's piide to swell, 
Rome with her Pompey at Pharsalia fell, 

^ Dr. SmoHett. 

' Cburchill little snspected that the subject of this anU 
mated panegyric was a componiid of all the vices that ca* 
ptice cau eoi^eader upon vauiiy. 



Digitized by Google 



The vanqawh'd chief escaped from Caesar's haud^ 
To die by ruffians in a foreign landy 

Hf»w could these setf-elected mmnrclis raise 
So large an empire on so small a bawd? 
In what retreat, inglorious and miknown. 
Did Genius sleep, when Dniness seiac'd the throne? 
Whence, absolute now grown, and free from awej 
She to the subject world dispenses law* 
H^thout her lieencey not a letter stirs^ 
And all the captive criss-cross-row is her's* 
The Stagyrite, who rules from Nature drew. 
Opinions gave, but gave his reasons too. 
Our great Dictators take a shorter way— 
Who shall dispute what the Reviewers say? 
Their word'« sufficient : and to ask a reason, 
In such a state as their's, is downright treason. 
True judgment now with them alone can dwell ; 
Like Church of Rome, they're grown infallible. 
Dull superstitious readers they deceive, 
Who pio their ea^ futh on critic's sleeve, 
And, knowing nothing, every thing beKeve ! 
But why repine we, that these puny elves 
Shoot into giants? — we may thank ourselves : 
Fools that we are, like Israel's fools of yore, 
The calf oovselves have fii»hion'd, we adore. 
But let true reason once resume her rdgn, 
' This god sbeR dwindle to a calf again. 

Founded on arts which shun the face of day, 
By the same arts they still maintain their sway. 
Wrap*d in mysterious secresy they rise, 
Aod, as tbqr are unknown, are safe and wise* 
At whomsci^er alm'd, howe'er severe, 
The' eaveuom'd slander flies^ no names appear : 



Digitized by Google 



THE APOLOGIA 



Prudence forbid that step ; — Ihen all might know; 
And on more equal terms engage the foe. 
But now, what Quixote of the age would care 
To wage a war with dirt, md fight with air I 
By interest join'di the' expert coitfederates stand. 
And play the game into each other's hand : 
The vile abase, in turn by all denied, 
Is bandied up and down from side to side : 
It flies — ^hey ! — presto! — Hke a juggler's ball. 
Till it belongs to nobody, at all* [knowD^ 

AU men and things they know, themselves on* 

And publish every name^ except their own. 

Nor think this strange — secure from vulgar eyes, * 
The nameless author passes in disguise ; 
But veteran critics are not so deceived. 
If veteran critics m to be believed. 
Once seen, they know an author evemiore. 
Nay, swear to hands they never saw before. ^ 
Thus in the Rosciad, beyond chance or doubt, * 
They by the writing found the writers out : — 
^ Tliat's Lloyd's — his manner there you plainly trace, 
And ail the Actor'^' stares yon in the fiice. 
By Cohnan that vw written-on my life ; 
The strongest symptoms of tlie Jealous Wife 
That Uttle disingenuous piece of spite, 
Churchill, a wretch unknowal perhaps might write.' 
How doth it make judicious readers smile, 
When authors are detected by their ilyle, 
Though every one, who knows this author, knows 
He shifts his style much oftncr than his clothes? * 

Whence could arise this mighty critic-spleen, 
The Muse a trifier, and her theme so mean i 
What had I done, that angry Hedvw should send 
The bitterest foe where most I wish*d a frie&d ? 
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Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name, » 
And haird the honours of thy matchless fame« 
For me let hoary Fieidiog bite Uie ground, 
iSo nobler Pickle stands superbly boond ! 
From livy^ temples tear the^ historic crown, 
Which with more justice blooms npon thine own. 
Compared with thee, be all life-writers dumb, 
But he who wrote the Life of Tommy Thumb. * 
Who ever read the Begicide» but swore 
The author wrote as man ne'er wrote before? 
Others for plot^nd nnder-pfots may call, 
Here's the right method — have no plot at all \ 
Who can so often in his cause engage 
The tiny pathos of the Grecian stage, 
Whilst horrors rise, and tears spontaneous flow, 
At tragic Ha! and no less tragic Oh! 
To praise liis nervoos weakness all agree, 
And then for sweetness who so sweet as he ! 
Too big for utterance when sorrows swell, 
The too big sorrows tlowiog tears must tell ; 
But when those flowing tears shall cease to flow^ 
Why— then the voice most speak again, you know. 

Rude and nnskilfiil in the poet*s trade, 
I kept no Naiads by me ready made ; 
Ne'er did I colours high in air advance, 
Torn from the bleeding fopperies of France ; 
No flimsy linsey-woolsey scenes I wrote. 
With patches here and there, like Joseph's coat : 
Me hnmbler themes befit: secure, for me, 
Let playwrights smuggle nonsense duty fiee ; 

^ Farly in life Dr. Smollett wrote a tragedy, entitled, the 
Retncide, ffouncied on the story of the assassination of 
James the First of Scotiiiud) which with all his interest be 
could never get represcuted oa the stage; but be pubiUb* 
cd it bysabKriptlon. 
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Secnre, for me, ye lambs, ye laftibkin's I bound. 

And irtek and frolic o*er the fiiiry gronnd : 

Secnre, for me, tbon pretty little fawn I 

Lick Sylvia's hand, and crop the flowery lawn ; 

Uncensur'd let the gentle breezes rove 

Through the green umbrage of the* enclianted grove i 

Secure, for me, let foppish Nature smile, 

And play the coxcomb in the Desert Isle K 

The stage I choose — a sabfect fidr and free — 
*Tis yours — 'tis mine — 'tis pubhc property, 
All common exhibitions open lie * 
For praise or censure to the common eye. 
Hence are a thousand hacknejr writers fed ; 
Hence Monthly Critics earn their daily bread. 
This Is a general tax which all mnst pay, 
From those who scribble, down to those who play. 
Actors, a venal crew^ receive support 
From public bounty for the public sport. 
To clap or hiss all have an equal claim, ^ 
The cobIer*s and hb lordship's right the same. 
All join for their subsistence ; all expect 
Free leave to praise their worth, their faults correct. 
When active Pickle SmiUifield stage ascends^ 
Tlie three day's wonder of hb langhing friendSf 
Each, or as judgment or as fancy guides^ 
The fively witling praises or derides. 
And Where's the mighty difference, tell me wUere^ 
Betwixt a Merry Andrew and a play'r ? 

^ The Desert Island, a dramatic tale in tbree acts, by A. 
Murphy, 1760, horrowed from a drama of Metasfuslo. entU 
tied, L'Isola disabitata. This pastoral medley suited UQt the 
public taste, and has never since beeji represented on the 
Stage. Murphy, in revenge for the trcatmeat he had re- 
ceWed in the Uosciad, wrote a contemplible Htiicii ealM 
* An Ode to the Naiads uf Fket ditoli.* 
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Wke wanderiog Arabs, sbli^ from place to, place. 
Vagrants by law, to justice open laid, 
They tremble,, of tlie beadie'aiasbiifniid^ « 
And, iawmng, crioge fer>wretched means 4if JiS$ « 
To Madm MmfomOf ov tm Wonhip^mfe, 

The mighty monarch, in. theatric sack) 
Carries his virhole i egaiia at his back ; 
Hi^ royal consort heads tlie female band, 
And leads the hoir a|tparent ki^hev hand ; 
The paittiiei^ass creeps on witbcconscions ipride^f 
Bcorlig a fatnre^prittoe on either «fe* 
No eh^eetmnmemns m this troop are fonnd, 
To varnish nonsense with the charms of sound; 
No swords, no daggers, not one poison'd bowl; 
No Ughtning flashes here^ no thunder*^ roll; 
No^gnanb toewell lfae»niciiiarGb% train arediowo; 
The monarch here most be aiboataleae : 
No solemn pomp, no slow processions here j 
No Amnion*s entry, and no Juliet's bier. 

Cy.need compelled to prostitute his ai;tf 
The variedaetor flies from part^to part ; 
And| Btcaoge- disgrace to all thaaliic piidel 
His charaoteris sUfted mtfaiiis side* 
Question and answer he by turns must be, 
Like that small wit ^ in Modem Tragedy, 
Who, to patch up his fame — or fill his purser- 
Still pilfers wretched plans, and makes them worse j 
like gipsiesy lesi the>stolea twat bcKnown, 
Defiicinf^fir^t, then «dainiing>for his own. 
In shabby state they strut, aud tatter'd l obe, 
The scene a blanketi and a barn the globe : 
* 

.^AiUnir Mnrpby; 

vol- 4^ r 
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No high eonceite tbeir moderate wishes raise. 
Content with humble profit, humble praise. 
Let dowdies simper, and let bumpkins stare^ 
The strolling pageant hero treads in air : 
Pleaft'd for his houTi he to mankind gives law^ 
And snores the next out on a trass of straw. 

Bnt if kind Fortnne, who sometimes we know 
Can take a hero from a puppet show, 
In mood propitious should her favourite call> 
On royal stage in royal pomp to bawl, 
Foi^getful of himself he rears the head. 
And scorns the dongbill where be first was bred. 
Conversing pow with well-dress*d kings and queens. 
With gods and goddesses behind the scenes, 
He sweats beneath the terror-nodding plume. 
Taught by mock honours real pride to' assume. 
On this great atage, the world, no monarch ^er 
Was half so haughty as a monarch-play'r. 

Doth it more move our anger or our mirth 
To see these things, the lowest sons of earth, 
Presume, with self-sufficient knowledge grao'd. 
To rule in letters, and preside in taste ? 
The town's decisions they no more admit. 
Themselves alone the arbitem of wit ; 
And scorn the jurisdiction of that court 
To which they owe their being and support. 
Actors, like monks of old, now sacred grown, 
Must be attacked by no fools but theur own* - 

Let the vain tyrant sit amidst his guards. 
His puny green-room wits and venal bard% 
Who meanly tremble at the puppet's frown. 
And for a play-house freedom lose their own 5 
In spite of new-made laws, and new-made king8| 
The free-born Muse with liberal spirit sings. 
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Bow down, ye slaves! before these idols fall ; 
I/et Genius stoop to them wlio*ve none at all : 
Ne'er will { flatter, criiige> or bend the knee 
To those who, slaves to aU, are slaves to me. 

Actors^ as actors, are a lawfiil game, 
The poet's right, and who shall bar his claim? 
And if, o'erweenincf of their little skill, 
When tliey have left the stage they're actors still | 
If to the subject world they still give laws. 
With paper crowns^ and sceptres made of straws ; 
If they in cellar or in garret roar, 
And kipgs one night, are kings for evermore ; 
Shall not bold Truth, ev*n there, pursue her theme, 
And wake the coxcomb from his golden dreamt 
Or if^^weil wordiy of a better fiite» 
They rise.sQperior to their present state ; 
If, wltti.«ach social virtue grac*d, they blend 
The gay companion and the faithful friend; 
If they, like Pritchard, join in private life 
The tender parent and the virtuous wife; 
Shall not onr verse their praise with pleasure speak. 
Though Mimics bark, and Envy split her cheek i 
, No honest worA*^ beneath the Muse*s praise ; 
' No greatness can above her censure raise ; 
Station and wealth to her are trifling things ; 
She stoops to actors, and she soars to kings. 

Is there a man 7, ia vice and folly bred. 
To sense of honour as to virtue dead, 
Whom ties nor human nor divine can biad^ 
Alien to God, and foe to all mankind ; 

7 Dr Smollett was personally acrimonious hi the conduct 
of the Critical Review, and at ttie same time evinced a mor- 
. bid sensibility wtien retaliated upoa by any of tbe authors 
hebadcebsareil. . 
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Who spares no character? whose every word. 
Bitter as gall, and sharper than the sword, [swell ; 
Cuts to the qniek^ whose thoughts with rancour 
Whose toiigoe» oo earthy perfonns the work-of hell? 
If there be ttieb a monster, the Heviews 
Shall 6nd him holding forth against abuse : 
♦ Attack profession ! — ^'tis a deadly breach !— 
The Christian laws anotlier lesson teach - 
Unto the end shall charity endure, 
And candeor hide those ftiilts it ounot omre.' 
Thns Candonr's maxinu^flowfroni Kancaiiv'ftthroat) 
As devils, to serve their purpose, Scripture^ quote. 

The Mnse's office was by Heav'n designed 
To j^ease, improve, instruct, reform maokind ; 
To make dejected Virtue nobly rise 
Above the toweriog^ pitch' of splendid Vice: 
To mAe pale Vice, abashed, her bead hani|r(iiowni 
And, trembling, croucli at Virtue's awful frown. 
Now arm'd with wrath, slie bids eternal i^hame. 
With strictest justice, brand the villain's name ; 
Now in the milder garb of Ridicnle 
She sportSt and pleases white she woands the fooL 
Her -shape i» often ^ried ; but her aim, 
To prop the cause of Virtue, still the same, 
In praise of niercy let tiie s^uilty bawl; 
When Vice and FioUy for correction caU» 
Silence the mark of< weakness justly beaf8» 
And is partaker of the crimes it sparto. 

Bat il^ the Muse, too erael in her mirth, 
Witli harsh r^ections wounds tlie man of worth 

8 Churchill, very creditably to his moral feeliug. is said 
by Mr. Tooke lo have blotted out several lines, which, in 
the Qr&t t'dition of the Rosciad, were of a nature persoaaUy 
iiUurlous to the cbancter Ifn PiUmer, 
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If wantonly she devintes from iier idaOy 
And qnito the aetor to expese the vamt . 
Ashamed, she marka that> pwnaf^e with a Isiotp , 

And hates the Une where candonr was forgot. 

But what is candour, what is humour's veiO) 
Though judgment join to consecrate the straiOi. 
If cnrions nambers will not aid afford^ 
Nor choicest mnsic play id every word4< 
Veraes nititt rnih to ohanii a modem ear^ 
From all harsh rngijetl interruptions clear. 
Soft let them hreathe, as zepliyr's balmy breezOi 
Smooth let their curreat flow, as summer seas : 
Perfect then only deem'dt w4ien th^y dispensd; 
A happy litnefiil vacanqr of senses 
Italian fiithers tbi]8> with b«*lialn»QS ra^, 
Fit helpless infants for the squeaking stage : 
Deaf to the Calls of pity, Nature wound, . 
And mangle vigour for the sake of sound* 
Henceforth fai*eweH theny^ftverisb thirst of fioiiei 
Farewdl the longings foit a poet!is name ; 
Perish my Mnse^-^wisb 'liove «dl sevm < 
To him who ever held the Muses dear— 
If e'er her labours weaken to refine 
Tlie generous roughness of a nervous line* 

Others- affiset the stiff and swelling phrme:: 
Their Mttte most mdk in ettlte^ and strat in stays : 
The sense they murder, and the words transpose^ 
Lest poetry approach too near to prose. 
See tortur'd Reason how they pare and trim, 
And, like Procitistesii sU'etch4>r lop the limb* 

WaUeiv whose* prusa sucoeeding'bards^reheaisei 
Parent of harmony In- English veme^ 
Whose tuneful Muse in sweetest accents flows, 
In couplets first taught straggling:sense to olose^ 
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In polished numbers and majestic sound, 
Where shall thy rival, Pope ! be ever found ? 
But whilst each line with equal beauty flows^ 
Ev'n excellence, unvaried^ tedious grows. 
Nature, through all her works* in great degree, 
' Borrows a blessing from variety. 
Music itself her needful aid requires 
To rouse the soul, and wake our dying fires. 
Still in one key, the nightingale would tease : 
Still in one key, not Brent would always please* 

Here let me bend, great Dryden, at thy shriney 
Tliou dearest name to all the tuneful Nine. 
What if some dull lines in cold order creep, 
And with his theme the poet seems to sleep i 
Still, when his sabject rises proud to view^ 
With eqnal strength die poet vises too 
Mlth strong invention, noblest vigour firanght, 
Thought still springs up and rkes out of thought; 
Numbers ennobling numbers in their course, 
In vaiied sweetness flow, in varied force ; 
The powers of genins and of judgment jofaiy 
And the whole Art of Poetry is thme. 

* But what are nfimbers, what are bards, to me. 
Forbid to tread the paths of poesy? 

* A sacred Muse should consecrate her pen ; 
Priests must not iiear nor see like other, men ; 
Far higher themes should her ambition dwn : 
Behold where Stemhold points the way to ftme/ 

Whilst with mistaken wzi dull bigots bnnii 
Let Reason for a moment take her turn. 
When collee-sages hold discourse with kings. 
And blindly walk in paper leading-strings, 
What if a man delight to pass his time 
In ^innmg reason into harmless rhyme. 
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Or sometimes boldly ventmre to the Phy? 

Say, Where's tlie crime? — great man of prudence. 
No two on earth in all thiugs can agree ; £say ? 
All have some dariii^ singularity ;. 
Women and men, as well as girls and boys^ 
In gew<^gaw8 take delight, and sigh for toys. 
Yoor sceptres and yonr crowns, and snch like tbings, 
Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 
In things indiA'ereut Reason bids us choose, 
Whether the whim's a monkey or a Muse. 

Wiiat the gay trlders on this bnsy scene, 
When they make use of this word Reason, meani 
I know not ; but, according to ray plan, 
'Tis Lord-Cliief-Justicc in the court of man, 
Equally form*d to rule in age or youth, 
The friend of Virtue, and the guide to truth* 
To her I bow, whose sacred power I teel ; 
To her decision make my last appeal ; 
Condemned by her, applaoding worlds in vain 
Should tempt me to take up the pen again ; 
Hy her absolved, my course I'll still pursue: 
If Reason's for me, God is for me too. 



I 



NIGHT'. 
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EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD. ' 



Cimtiaijot «veiior orlili 

OVIO. Met Ulk ii. 



When foes insult, and prudent friends dispense 

In pity's strains, the worst of insolence, 

Oft with tUee, Lloyd^ Isteal an hour trom.griei^ 

And in tliy social cooveuMi fiml relief* 

The mind, of solitude impatient grown» 

Loves any sorrows rather tlrau her own. 

Let slaves to business, bodies without souly 
Importaat blaqks in Nature's mighty roil. 
Solemnize nonsense in the day's broad glare i 
IVe Nigbt prefer, wbicb beals or bides onr care. 

Rogues justified, and by success made l)oid» 
Dull fools and coxconihb banctitied by gold^ 



1 This poem was pnblisbed in October 1761 * and must be 
considered iii the light of a fainitiar address to an intimate 
friend. The title of the poern may probably have been sag- 
gcstcd by Dr. Annstroiig's * Day, an Epistle to J. Wilkes of 
Aylesbiiiy, Ls<|.' then lately published, lu this episUe Dr. 
Armstrong ventured to censure ChurchiU, who expressed 
much resentment at the attadc, and would never be rtcon- 
cilsd with the aatbor of it 
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Freely may bask in FortnDe's partial ray, 
And spread their feathers opening to the day ; 
Bat tiiraodbare M eiYt dares not show tiie liead^ 
Till vain Prosperity retires to bed; 
Misfortane^ like the owl, avoid the light ; 
The sons of Care are always sons of Night. 

The wretch bred up in method's drowsy school^ 
Wliose only raent is to err by rule, 
Wbo ne*er through beat ofblood was trippingeaoght^ 
Nor guilty deemM of one eecentric thoai^t ; . 
Wliose soal directed to no use is seen, 
Unless to move tlic bofly's dull machine, 
Which, clock->¥ork like, with the same equal pac^ 
Still travels on through life's insipid siiace, 
Tunis up his eyes to think that thei« should be^ 
Among God's ereatu re s» two saeh tltn^ as we ; 
Then for iiis nightcap calls, and thanks the powVs* 
Which kindly gave iiim giace to keep good hours/ 

Good hours — fine words — but was it ever seen 
Tirat all men could agree iu what they mean? 
Flcirio^ who many years a comae liath nm 
In downright opposition io thesnn^ 
Expatiates on i;ood liours, liieir cause defends 
With as much vigour as our pnideut friends. 
The' uncertain term no settled notion briugs, 
But still in different mouths means different thhigs^ 
Eachtdces the phrase in his own private view i 
With Prudence it is ienj with Florio im^ 

Go on, ye fools, who ialk ibr talking sake^ 
Without distinguishing, distinctions make ; 
Shine forth iu native folly> native pride, 
Make-yoorselves rules to all the world beside; 
Reason, collected in hersd^ disdains 
The slavish yoke of artitoaiy chains ; 
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steady aod trne, eaeh ciremnstance she weiglis. 
Nor to bare vrords inglorioos^tribate pays. 
Men of seDse live exempt from vulgar awe^ . 
And Reason to herself alone is law : 
That freedom she enjoys vnth liberal mind. 
Which she as freely grants to all maokind. 
No idol-titied name her reverence stirs. 
No hour she blindly to the rest prefers ; 
All are alike, if they're alike eniploy'd. 
And all are good if virtuously enjoy'd. 

Let the sage Doctor (think him one we know.) 
With scraps of ancient learning overflow^ 
In all the dignity of wig declare 
The fatal consequence of midnight air; 
How damps and vapours, as it were by stealthy 
Undermine life, and sap the walls of health : 
For me let Galen moulder on the shei^ 
I'll livci and be physician to myself. 
Whilst soni is joui'd to body, virhether &te 
Allot a longer or a shorter date, 
ril make them live, as brother should with brother^ 
And keep them in good humour with each other» 

The surest road to health, say what they will^ 4, 
Is never to snppose we shaU be ilL 
Most of those evils we poor mortals know. 
From doctors and imagination flow. 
Hence to old women with your boasted ruieS| 
Stale traps, and only sacred now to fools ; . 
As well may sons of physic hope to find 
. One medcme^ as one honry for all mankind* 

If Rupert alter ten is out of bed, 
The fool next morning can't hold up his head ; 
What reason this which me to bed must call, 
Whose head> thauk UeaveU) never aches at.ali? 
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In different colmeB different tempers nm 
He hates the moon, I sicken at tibe sno. 
Wonnd up at twelve at noon^ his clock goes right, 
Mine better goes, woupd up at twelve at ni^t. 

Then in oblivion*s gt^atefbl cup I drown 
The galluig sneer, the supercilious frown^ 
The stranfse reserve, the prood affiscted state 
Of upstart knaves grown fidi, and fools grown great 
No more that abject wretch disturbs ray rest. 
Who meanly overlooks a friend distress'd : 
Purblind to poverty the worldling goes, 
And scarce sees rags an inch beyond his nose, 
Bat from a crowd can shigle out his grace, 
And cringe and crtep to fools who strot m lace. 

Whether those classic regions are surveyed 
Where we in earliest youth together strayed, 
Where hand in hand we trod the flowery shore, 
Thongh now thy happier genius runs before. 
When we conspired a thankless wretch to raise, 
And taught a stump to shoot with pilfer'd prdse, 
Who once for reverend merit famous grown, 
Gratefiilly strove to kick his maker down j 
Or if more general arguments engage, 
The court or camp, the pulpit, bar, or stage ; 
If half-bred surgeons, whom' men Doctors call, 
And lawyers, who were never bred at all. 
Those mii^hty letter*d monsters of the earth, 
Our pity move, or exercise onr mirth j 
Or if in tittle-tattle, tooth-pick way, 
Oar rambling thoughts with easy freedom stray, 
A gainer still thy friend himself must find. 
Bis grief suspended, and improved his mind. 

Whilst peacefnl slumbers bless the homely bed 
Where Virtue, self-approv'd, reclmes her head. 
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Whilst voice beneath imagined horrors mourns^ 
A lid conscience plants the vilIain'4£ouch with ihoni% 
Impatient of restnuoty tlie aotive mindy 
No more by servile prejadioe QDofin'd, 
Leaps from her seat^ as* waken'd fVoni a tranoe^- 
And darts tin oiisfh Nature at a single glance ; 
Then we our ft lends, onr foes, onrselves survey, 
And see by Night what fools we are by day* 

Stripp'd of her gaudy plnmes and vaia disgaise^ 
See wheire Anibitioo Jii^n and loathsome lies ; 
Reflection with- relentless band polls down. 
Tijc tyrant's bloody wreath and ravish'd crowu» 
In vain lie leHs of battles bravely won, 
Of nations conquered, and of worlds undone ; 
Triumphs likB tiiese but ill with manhood suit^ 
And sink the conqoer^ir beneath the brate. 
But if, in searching ronnd the world, we find 
Some generous youth, the friend of all mankindi 
Whose anger, like the bolt of Jove, is sped 
In terrors only at the guilty head : 
Whose mercies^ like Hisaven's dew^ rdreshmg fiiU 
In general lave ami charity to aH; 
Pleas'd, we behold such worth on any throne, 
And, doubly pleas'd, we find it on our own. 

Through a false medium things are shown by clay ; 
Pomp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead astray* 
How i^imy from appeamnce borrow state, 
Whom Night disdains to nnniber witfi the great I 
Must not we laugii to see yon lordling proud, 
SnufFnp vile iucensc from a fawning crowdr* 
Whilst in his beam surrounding clients play. 
Like insects in ttic sun's enlivening ray. 
Whilst, Jehit like, he drives at fiirions rate^ 
And seems the only cbarieleer of staler 
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Talking himself into a little god, 

And ruling empires with a single nod ; 

Who woaM not tbinki lo hear hini law dispcttuey 

That he iNid interat, and tbatthey had flense? 

Injnrious thongiit I bemtath Night% honest sfaadey 

When pomp is buiied, and false colours fode^ 

Plainly we see, at that impartial hour, 

Them dupes to pride# and him the tool of pow'r. 

God help the-man^ eoodenm'd by cruel &te 
To coort tte aeenringr or the real great I 
Moch sorrow shall he feel, and nuffer more 
Than any slave who laboors at the oar: 
By slavish methods must he learn to [)lraso, 
By smooth4oBgofd flatteiy^ that cars'd court-dis- 
8apple to^eveiy «rayirard«niood«tnke8ailt [ease; 
And drift with ebtftin^^ hnmonr'a pee? ish gale. 
To nature dead he must adopt vile art, 
And wear a smile, with anguish in his lieart. 
A sense of honour would destroy his schemes, 
And Conscience ne'er mustiqpeaky unless in dreams. 
Wben.he halb timely boraei for many yeeis, 
Cold looks^ -to fbid d in g flrowns, conlemptuoossneers^ 
When he at last expects, good easy man ! 
To reap the profits of his laboured plan, 
8ome cringuag«lackey, or rapacious whore^ 
To &vonr8 of the great* the eurest door. 
Some eatamtte^ or pnnpy in eredtt grown. 
Who tempts another^ wife, or selts Im own, 
Steps cross his hopes, the promis'd boon denies, 
And for some minion's minion claims the prixe* 

Foe to restraint, unpractis'd in deceit, 
Too resokite, fimn'ttatmre^s active heat, 
To breokraffronts, and tamely pass tfanm- by i 
Too proud to flatter, too shicere to lie 

ff 
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Too plab to pleas^^ too honest to be gmt ; 

Give nie, kind Heaven, an humbler, happier state ; 
Far from the place where men with pride deceive. 
Where rascals promise, and where fools believe ; 
¥,nr from the walk of folly^ vice> and strife^ 
Calm, iDdependent, let me steal throiifi|h life. 
Nor one vain wish my steady thoughts be<;iHle, 
To fear his lordship\s frown, or court his smile* 
Unfit for greatness, I her snares de(y. 
And look on riches with untaiid^d eye : 
To others' let the glittermg hawbles fall, . 
Content shall place us far above them alK 

Spectators only on tliis bastling stage, 
We see what vain designs mankind engage ; 
Vice after vice with ardour they pnisue, 
And one old folly brintss forth twenty new, 
Perplcx'd with triiles through the vale of life, 
Man strives 'gainst man, without a cause for strife ; 
Armies embattled meet, and thousands bleed 
For some vile spot) where fifty cannot feed. 
Sqnirreb for nuts contend, and, wrong or rights 
For the world's empire kings ambitious fight. 
What odds? — to us 'tis all the self same thing, 
A nut, a world, a squirrel, and a king. 

Britops, like Roman spirits fam'd^of old, 
Are cast by nature in a patriot mould ; 
No private joy, no private grief, they know. 
Their souls engrossed by public weal or woe : 
Inglorious ease, like ours, they greatly scorn ; 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows adorn: 
Gladly they toil beneath the statesman's pains. 
Give them , but credit for a statesman's brains : 
All would be deem'd, ev'n from tlie cradle, fit 
To rule in |>oUtics as veil as wjt : 
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The grave, the say, the foplinsf, and the dunce, 
Start up (God bless os !) stateameu all at once. 

His mighty cbai^e of souls the priest forgets^ 
The eonrt-bred lord, hn promises and debts ; 
Soldiers their fame, misers forget their pelf, 
The rake his mistress, and the fop himself; 
Whilst thoughts of higher moment claim their care. 
And their wise heads the weight of kingdoms bear. 

Females themselves the glorious ardour ftel» 
And boast an equal or a greater zeal ; 
From nymph to nymph the state-infection flies. 
Swells in her breast, and sparkles in her eyes. 
O'efwhelm^d by polities, lie malice, pride^ 
Envy, and twenty other fiiolts beside* 
Kg more their little fluttering hearts confess 
A passion for applause, or rage for dress ; 
No more they pant for public raree-shows. 
Or lose one thought on monkies or on beaux; 
Coquets no more pursue the jilting plan, 
And lustful prudes forget to rail at man : 
The darling theme Cecilia's self will choose, 
Nor thinks of scandal whilst she talks of news. . 

The cit, a Common-Councilman by place^ 
Ten thansand migftty nothii^ in his fiice. 
By sitnation as by nature great, 
With nice precision parcels out the state ; 
Proves and disproves, affirms and then denies^ 
Objects himself, and to himself replies 
Wieldii^ aloft the politician rod, 
Makes Pitt by turns a devil and a god ; . 
Maintains, ev'n to the very teeth of PowV, ^ 
The same thing right and wrong in half an hour: 
Now all is well, now he suspects a plot, 
' And plauily proYlsSi whatever ii^ is not ^ ^ 
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Fearihlly wise, he shakes his empty head. 
And deals out empires as he deals out thread; 
His useless scales are in a- corner fluojXt 
And Earope^fl batanee l^an;^ npon his ton^^ne. 

Peaee to Buch triflers ; be^onr happier plan 
To pass throngh life as easy as we can. 
Wiio's in or out, who moves this grand machine^ 
Nor stirs my curiosity nor spleen* 
Secrets of state no more I wish to know 
Than secret movements of a ptippet«how : 
Let bnt«tlie puppets move, Pve my desite, 
Unseen the hand which guides the raaster*wire« 

What is't to us, if taxes rise or fell? 
Thanks to our fortune, we pay none at alL 
Lettmoekvonns, vih0 in dirty^MMres^eal, 
Lament those hardships which we 'eaiiii6t«i«eK 
His Grace, who smarts, may bellow if he please. 
But must I bellow too, who sit at ease? 
By, cnsf om safe, the poet% Damben:flow 
Free as the light and air some yeaMi^aga^ 
No stattesman e^er^will fiod^it worth his pahis 
To tax our labours, and excise our brains. 
Burdens like these, vile earthly buildings bear 
No tribute's laid on castles in the air. 

Let then the flaiiie84>f war destructive reqpiy 
And En2;laiid% temfrs awci imperioiis'^pBin ; 
Let: every venal clan and neutixil tribe^ 
Learn to receive conditions, not prescribe ; 
Let each new-year call loud for new suppUeSi 
And tax on tax with double harden rise-; 

^ An additloma lax M^dndons wm then levieil by Ptf. 
liginent. 

' An allusion to some severe precautiOBS adopted by se- 

wmeat afiter the rsbWoa iim46i» 



Digitized by Google 



mam. 18 

Exempt sit, by do rade cares oppress'dy 
And, bftfliig li^^ are with little blessSd* 
All Keaim^^^Mlk obUvion Ke, 
And jays, by fkncy fonn'd, their place snpply ; 
Night's laughing hours unheeded slip away, 
Nor one dull thought foretells approach of day. 

Thus have we liv'd, and whilst the fates afford 
Plain plenty la sopp^ the frugal board. 
Whilst Mirtb "vrith Deeency, his lovely bride, 
And wine's gay god, with Temperance by his side, 
Their welcome visit pay; whilst Health attends 
The narrow circle of cor chosen friends; 
Whilst frank CtoocMuimour ccmsecntleft the treat, - 
And vroman makes society complete. 
Thus will we live, though in onr teeth are hurl'd 
Those hackney strumpets, Pnidenceand tlie World. 

Prudence, of old a sacred term, implied 
Virtne, iritb godlike wisdom for her gnjde; 
But in general nae, is known to mean 
The stalking-horse of vice, and folly's screen. 
The sense perverted we retain the name j 
Hypocrisy and Prudence are the same. 

A tutor once, more read in men than books, 
A kind of crafty knowledge in his looks, 
Demurely sly, Mrith high preferment bless'd, 
His favourite pupil in these words addressed : 

* Would'st tliou, my son, be wise and virtuous 
By all mankind a pro^gy esteem'd i [deemed, 
Be this thy mie ; be what men^prudent call ; 
Prudence^ almighty Pmdence, gives thee all. 
Keep up appearances there lies the test ; 
The world will give thee credit for the rest. 
Outward be fair, however foul within ; 
Sin if thou wil(| .bnl then in secret sm. 

VOL.1. 6 
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Throw off, for shame I this petulance of wit ^ 
Be wise^ l>e modest, and for once submit : 
Toa hmd Ui^ task 'gfdxM mUitiides ta fights* 
Yoa- mint be wrong ; tbe Wotid ia in tt^rigbt^' 

What is this World i — a term which men have got 
To signify, not one in ten knows what; 
A temi which with na more iH*^cjsipn..pfisfitft< 
To point Q«tJiMKto<of nKai,tbaiil)0od»aCmfA} 
In common use no more it means, we fiiM, 
Than many foob in same opinions joined. 

Can numbers then cliange nature^s stated laws t 
Can numbers make tiie worse the better cause? 
Vice must be vice, virtue be virtue stilly 
Thougb thousands rail at good and practise ill. 
Wonld'st tbon defend the Oaul's destructive rage 
Because vast nations on his part ens;age P 
Though to support the rebel Caesar's cause 
Tumultuous legions arm against tbe laws i 
Though Scandal would our patriot's name impeacb| 
And rails at virtues which sbe cannot reach ^ 
What honest man but would with joy submit 
To bleed with Cato, and retire witli Pitt^ ? 

Stedfast and true to Virtue's sacred iawS| 
UnmoVd by vulgar censure or apphiuBe, 
Let the World trik, my friend ; that World^we know, 
Which calls us guilty, cannot make us so. 

* Mr. Pitt, in Sept. 1761, indignant at the repeated insulfs 
offered to lUia cuuutrv by Spaiu, proposed to the Cahiriet ati 
immediate rupture with that Coort ; in this proposition lie 
Ms supported by Lord Temple, but was opposed by Lord 
Bute, and all the other members of the Cabinet: upon which ' 
MriPitt and Lord Temple took their leaves, and their written 
advice on the subject being rejected by his Majest\' they 
resigned their seals of offict into Jut bauds ou the itb of 
Octobsr foUowing, 
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mem, 



Unaw*d by numbers, fdlow Nature's plan ; 
Assert the rights, or quit the name of man. 
Corader well, weigh strictly rig^t and wrong; 
Reaolte not quick, but once resolv'd, be strong. 
In spite of Dulness, and in spite of Wit, 
If to thyself thou canst thyself acquit, 
Rather stand op, assured with cooscioos pride, 
Alone, than err with millions on thy side. 



AH 

EPISTLE 

TO 

WILLIAM HOGARTH. 



AitONOST the sons of men how few are knowo 

Who dare be jnst to merit not their own ! 
Snperior virtue and superior sense 
To knaves and fools will always give offence ; 
-.Nay, men of real worth can scarcely bear, 
So nice is jealoosyy a rival there. 

Be wicked as tiion wOt ; do all thaCs base ; 
Proclaim thyself the monster of thy race : 
Let Vice and Folly thy black soul divide ; 
Be proud with meanness, and be mean with pride. 
Dei^ to the voice of Faith and Honoart &U 
From ride to side, yet be of none at all : 
Spurn all those charities, those sacred ties, 
Which Nature, in her bounty, good as wise. 
To work our safety, and ensure her plau, 
Contriv'd to bind, and rivet man to man : 
lift against Virtue Power's oppressive rod; 
Betray thy country, and deny thy GoD ; 
And, in one general comprehensive line 
To groupy which volames scarcely could define 
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Whate'er of sin and dollness can be said, 

Joio to a F— 'ft ^ heart a D ^'s^ head ; 

Yet may*st thou pass unnoUc'd in the throng, 
And, free from envy, safely sneak along : 
The rigid saint, by whom no mercy's shown 
To sainU whose lives are better than hiftown. 
Shall spare thy crimes ; and Wit, who never once 
Forgave a brother, shall forgive a dunce. 

But should thy soul, forra'd in some luckless hoar, 
Vile interest scorn, nor madly grasp at pow'r; 
Should love of fame, in every noble mind 
A biwe disease, with love of virtue join'd, 
Spur thee to deed&ttf pith,*where courage, tried 
In Reason's court, is amply justified : 
Or, fond of knowieilge, and averse to strife, 
ShoukVst thou prefer the caUner walk of life^; 
Should'st thon, by pale and sickly study led^ 
Pursue coy Science to the fountain-head ; 
virtue thy guide, and public good thy end, 
Should every thought lo our improvement teudy 
To curb the passions, to enlarge .the mind, 
Purge the sick weal^ and humanize mankind,; 
Rage in her eye, and maliee.in her iireast, 
Redoubled Horror grinning on her crest, 
fiercer each snake, and sharper every dart, 
Quick from her cell shall maddening £nvy start ; 
Then shalt thou find, but find, alas! too late. 
How vain is worth t how sliort is.glory's date I 
Then shalt thou find, whilst friends with fbeseonqiire 
To give more proof than virtue would desire, 

^ This initial has been supposed to allade to Mr. Fox, 
Afterwards Lord Holland. 

^ The piihUc voice attributed this initial to Sir Fmacis^ 
PashwooU, afterwards Lord Le Dcspeuce^. 
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Thy danger chiefly lies in acting well ; 
iNo crime's so great as daring to excel* 

Wbibt Satm thus, disdatiiiog mean eonlrol, 
Urg'd the free dii^tates ef an honest eotdy 
Candonr, who, with the charity of Paul, 
Still thinks the best, whene'er she thinks at all, 
With the sweet milk of homan kindness bless'd. 
The fnriQiis ardour of my tesA repressed. 

Canst thon> wttft more fttan nsoal warmth, she 
cried. 

Thy malice to inchilge, and feed thy pride; 
Canst thon, severe by nature as thou art, 
With all that wondrous raneour in tby heart, 
Deligiit to tortore troth ten thousand waj^i 
To spin^etiMtion forth front fkemcHs of praise. 
To make Vice sit, for pniposes of strife, 
And draw the hag much lai^er than the life, 
To nairice-tbe good seem bad, the bad seem worsej 
And reptedeot our netum as oitr eatse? 

Doth not humanity roiidemtf tfaiit teal 
Which tends to aggravate and not to heal ? 
Doth not discretion warn thee of disgrace, 
And danger, grinning, stare thee in the face, 
lM»d as the dnrni which, spreading^error round, 
From emptiness acquires the power of sound? 
Doth not the voice of Norton ^ strike thy ear, 
And the pale Mansfield chill thy soul with fear? 
Dost tliou, fond man, believe thyself secnre. 
Because tfaoo'rt honest, and because thonVt poorf 
Dost thou on law and Uberty- depend i 
Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy injured friend. 

' Sir Tletcher Norton, A ttoraey-G^neral.afterwards Speaker 
of the House of Commons^ and Isstiy created a peer I17 
the tilie of Vonl Qiantleih 
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Art thou beyond the niffiaD gripe of PowV, 
When Wilkes, prejudged, is sentenc/d to the Tow'r ? 
Dost thon by privilege ^xemptioo daim,^ 
When privilege is little more than imme? - 
Or to prerogative, (that glorioas groand 
On which state-scoundrels oft have sal'ety found) 
Dost thou pretend, and there a sanction find. 
Unpunished, thus to libel human kind ^ 

When poverty^ the-poet's constant crimey 
Compeird thee, all nnot, to trade in rhyne. 
Had not ronianjtic notions turn'd thy head, 
Hadst thou not valued honour more than bread ^ 
Had Interest, pliant Interest, been thy guide, 
And had not Prudence been dcbauch'd by CNride^ 
In Flattery's stream tium wouldst liai»^j|^4hy 
pen, 

Applied to great and not to honest men, 
Nor 8hould conviction have seduc'd thy heart 
To take the weaker though the better part. 

What but rank foUy, for thy cnrse decieedy 
Conid into Satire's barren 'path mislead, 
When, open to thy view, before thee lay 
Soul-soothing Panegyric's flowery way ? 
There might the Muse have sauntered at her ease^ * 
And, ples^ng others, leam'd herself to please ; 
Lords should have listened to the sugar'd tres^ 
And ladies, simp'ring, own'd it vastly sweet; 
Rogues, in thy pnident verse with virtue grac'd^ 
Fools mark'd by thee as prodigies of taste, 
Must have forbid, pouring prefS&rments down, 
Such vdt, snch truth as thine to quit the gown» 
Thy sacred brethren too (for they no less 
Than laymen, bring their olferin^js to success) 
Haid haird thee good if great, and paid the vow 
Sincere as that they pay to God| whilst l^a 
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In lawn hadst whisper'd to a sleeping crowd. 
As doUas R \ and half as proud. 

PeaceyCandoiir— wiady badst thou said, and wdl 
CoQid ItitYest in this breast one moment dwdl ; 
Could she, with prospect of success, oppose 
The firm resolves which from conviction rose. 
I cannot iruck:ie to a fool of state, 
Nor take a favom* from the man I hate : 
FVee leave have otberB by soeh means to shine ; 
I scorn their practice ; they may laugh at mine* 

But in this ciiarge, forgetful of tliyself, 
Thou hast assum'd the maxims of that elf 
Whom God, in wratii, for man's dishonour framed, 
Cnnning in heaven, amongst ns Pmdence nam'd, 
That servile pmdence, which I leave to those 
Who dare not be my friends, can*t be my foes. 

Had I, witli cruel and oppressive rhymes, 
Pursued, and turned misfortunes into cdmes ^ 
Had J, when Virtue gasping biy and low, 
Jom*d tyrant Vice, and added woe to woe ; 
Had I made Modesty in bhishes speak, 
And drawn the tear down beauty's sacred cheek ; 
Had I (damn'd then) in thought debas'd my lays, 
To wound that sex- which honoor bids me praise 
Had I, from vengeance, by base views betray*d^ 
In endless night sunk injur'd Ayliff^^ shade ^ 

4 See note ^ on the Prophecy of Famine, vol. Hi. 

' John Ayliff had been steward in the llchester family, bat 
was promoted by Lord Holland to the situation of Commis- 
sary of ihr Musters. The emolnments of this office proving 
uneqnal to support liis cxpens^^s, he had recourse to several 
nefarious practices and for forgiug bis patron s name to a 
vslnable leiBe to himseir, was execoted at Tybturn in 1159. 

ChuTchUl was prevented by death from publishing a poem 
« be bad more than once advertised^ entitted, * AyM*% QimU 
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Had I (wlncli satirists of mighty name \ 
KenownM in rhyme^ rever'd for moral fame. 
Have done before, whom justice shall pursue 
In future verse) bronglit forth to public wew 
A noble friend, and inade bm foihJes linQwnt 
Because his worth was greater than my own ; 
Had I spared tliose (so Prudence ha<l decreed) 
Wliom, God so help me at my greatest need, • 
I ne*er will spare, those vipers to their kiog 
Who smooth tbei&- looks, tmd flatter i/riiibt they 
Or had T not .taught patriot seal to boast [sting ; 
Of those, who flatter least, but love him most ; 
Had I tiuis siaii'd, my stubborn soul should bead 
At Candour's voiee, aud take, as from a friend, . 
The cleep rebuke; myaelf should be the first 
To bate nq^Beif, and stamp my Muse acoorst. 

But shall my arm — forbiii it, manly pride, 
Forbid it reason, warring on ray side — 
For vengeance lifted high, the stroke forbear. 
And hang snspendediu the desert air. 
Or to my trembling side unnerved sink down, 
Palsied, forsooth, by Candour's half-made frown ? 
When Justice bids me on, shall I iJelay, 
Because insipid Candour bars my way ? 
When shoi of all alike the puling friend, 
Wonlddisappoint my satur^s Jiobtest end ; 
When she to villains would a sanction give. 
And shelter those who are not fit to live; 
When she would screen the guilty from a blush. 
And bids, me spare whom Reason bids me crush $ 
All leagues with Candour proudly I resign 3 
She 'Cannot be for Honour^ turo^ nor muie. 

^ A probable allusion to Pope's insldions atta€k on AMI-* 
•on, under Uie cliancter of Atticos, 
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Yet come, cold«ionitor I hirif fee, htSflrimdy 
Whom Vice cau' tfear, vliom Virtue can't commend i 
Come, Candour, by thy dull indifference known, 
Thou equal-blooded judge, thou luke-warm xiroue^ 
Who, fiishioii'd witboat feeUogs, dost expeet 
We call that Tiitiie ^hidi me know defect ; 
Come, and observe the nature of our crimes, 
The gross and rank complexion of the times. 
Observe it weU, and Mien review my plan, 
Praise if you will, or oeiunfe if yon can. 

' WInbt ¥ice(piesailiplQQ»iosdbi it as in sport, 
And Piety bonly known at court ; 
Whilst wretched Liberty expiring lies 
Beneath the fatal burden of Excise ; 
Whilst nobles act, withontone touch of shame, 
What men of hnmble rank would blodi to name ; 
Wnht Hdnom^ plac'd in highest point of tow, 
Worshiped by those, who justice never knew j 
Whilst bubbles of distinction waste in play 
The hours of rest, and blunder through the day; 
With diceand caids opprobrkms viftk^ keep. 
Then torn to nrin empires in their sleep : 
Whilst fathers, by relentless passion led, 
Doom worthy injiii 'd sons ^ to beg their bre^d, 
Merely with ill-got, ill-sav'd, weattli to gi-ace. 
An alien, abject, poor, proud, upstart race; 
.Whilst Martin ^ flatters only to betray. 
And Webb ^ gives up his dirty soul for pay, 

7 Mr. Tooke has applied this allnsioD to Thomas Potter, 
Esq. one of Clmrchiirs compaiiions, and a man of splendid 
but misdirected talents, wlio was disinherited by his father, 
tiie Archbishop of Caaterbm:y^ oai agcouat oi the dt$»solute- 
ness of his life. 

^ The hero of tile ZMteUist, 

9 Philip Carteret Wehb, Bsq, Salicltor to the Treasury, 
when the papers of Wilkes were seized upon: several of 
whicli he |iaMiaii<d. 
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Whilst litlefl serve to biub a ▼illainlB fern ; 
IVliilst peers mr% agents made) aod agents peers ; 
Whilst base betrayers are themselves betray'd. 
And makers ruin'd by the thing they made ; 

"Whilst G false to God and roan, for goU^ 

like, the old traitor who a Saviour sold, 

To shame his aiaster, friend^ and iather, i^ves ; 

Whilst Bate remainsin power, whilst Holhmd lives ; 

Can satire want a subject, where Disdain, 

By Virtue fir'd, may point her sharpest strain ? 

Where, cloth'd with tliundery Truth may roll aloogy 

And Candomr justify the rage of song? 

Sach things i soch men before tiiee ! sndi an age ! 
Where Rancour, great as thine, may glut her rage,t 
And sicken ev*n to surfeit ; where the pride 
Of Satire, pouring down in fullest tide, 
May spread wide vengeance ronnd, yet all the vrtiHe 
Justice behold the nun with a smile ; 
Wliilst I, thy foe misdeem'd, cannot condenm, 
Nor disapprove that rage I wish to stem, 
Wilt thou^ degenerate and corrupted, choose 
To soil the credit of thy haughty Muse? 
With ftilacy, most infamous, to stain 
Her tmth, and render all her anger vahi? 
When I beheld thee, incorrect but bold, 
A various comment on tiie stage unfold ; 
When players on players before thy satire fell. 
And poor Reviews conspir'd diy wrath to svreH ; 
When states and statesmen next became thy care, 
Aud only kings were safe if thou wast there, 
Thy every word I vveigh'd in judgment's scale, 
And in thy every word found truth prevail ; 
Why dost thoo now to falsehood meanly fly i 
Not even candour can forgive a lie. 

1^ This initial remains anappiopriatsd. 
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Bad as men are^ why should thy firanlic rbymes 
TrafficiD afamder^ and inveiit new Crimea? 
Crimes wUch, existing orriy in thy mind, • 
Weak spleen brings forth to blacken all mankind. 
By pleasing hopes we lure the human heart 
To practise virtue, and improve in art ; 
To thwart these ends (which, prond of honest fiime^ 
A noMe Muse woold eberish and inflame) 
Thy drudge contrives, and in our foil career 
Sick lies our hopes with the pale hne of fear : 
Tells us that all our labours are in vain ; 
That what we seek we never can obtain ; 
Tiiaty dead to virtne> lost to Ni^ore^s plan. 
Envy possesses the vrtirie race €t man ; 
That worth is criminal, and danger lies, 
Danger extreme, in being good and wise. 

'Tis a rank £iisebood ; search the world aroand^ 
There cannot be so vile a monster feond^ 
Not one so vile, on whom suspicions iail * 
Of that gross guilt which you impute to alU 
Approv'd by those who disobey her laws, 
Virtue from vice itself extorts applause : 
Her very foes ivear witness to iter stale; 
niey vrUi not love her, bnt they cannot bate. 
Hate Virtue for herself! with spite pursue 
Merit for merit's sake ! might this be true 
I would renounce my nature with disdam. 
And vrith tlie beasts that perish graze the pli^iii. 
li^t this be tnie^ bad we so fiur fiU'd up 
The measure of oor crimes,* and from the cop * • 
Of guilt so deeply drank, as not to find. 
Thirsting for sin, one drop, one dreg, behiQfJ^ 
Quick ruin must involve this flaming bali^ 
And Providence-in justice crash ns dl« • 
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None but the damn'd, and amongst them the worst^ 

Those who for double guilt are doubly cuiBt» * 

Can be so lost ; nor can tbe mosst of all. 

At ottos'^uito' mth daop damnBtiott fiUi ; 

By painfiil slow degrees they reaeb this GrinNi 

Which ev'n iu hell must be a work of time. 

Cease^ then, thy guilty rage, tliou waywacil sooy 

With the fiiul §BAi of discontent, oomuii 

Dst to* mf voie6-'4ie honest, if yoa^oan^ 

Nor dander N<U!im in her &wiiiite 

Bnt if thy spirit, resolute in ill, 

Once having err\I, pei-sists in error still, 

Go on Qt large, no longer worth my cara^ 

And freely vent those blas^emies in air. 

Which I wonid stamp as firise^ though ontha^oogns 

Of angels^ the iiijurtms slander hnsg^ 

Dup'd by tliy vanity^ (that cunnuig elf, 
Who snares the coxcomb to deceive himself) 
Or blinded by tby-raga, didsl>^tiioa^ behave 
That we tea, eoollj^ woaM^earaelms daeeuiie^ 
That we, ass«eriiag,fti8eboo4waQM admit. 
Because 'twas seasoned with some little wit? 
When fiction rises pleasing to the eye, 
Men will believe, because they love theiKa; 
Bttt/TnHb hensetf^ otonded with afnm% 
MfM have sone sofeemn proof to pass 4ier 4omnu 
Hast thou, niaintainiug that which must disgrace 
And bring into contempt the human race: 
Hast thou, or canst thou, in XraMi'SiSaenBd conrt^ 
To saire tiq^eradit^and tfqr eansestippart^ • 
Produce one preo^ make.oat one real ground^ 
On which so great, so gross, a charge to tbund? 
Nay, dost thou know one man (let that appear^ 
From wilful fidiehood 1% prodam^ thea dear) 
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One man so lost, ta nature so untrue^ 

From whom IhiftgeMiifti^haq^tbjrraBhiieflftdn^ 

On thia><b m id al il > i » dwilt tbeii'staad or'fidk*-* 

Prove that in one which you have charged on all. 
Keason determines, and it must be done ; 
'Mengst men or past or ppesent name me one. 

Hogavtiib~I teke^thoe^ Candour at tliy word^ 
Accept thy pfoflM tmoBi and mW he heardu 
Thee have I heard with vimlence deehifan^ 
Notliing retaiu'd of Candour but the name^ 
By thee have I been charged in^aagry strains 
With that mean falsehood wfaieb mjwoi diMm^ 
Hogarth) sIunI fertb.'^Najv Do^lbiis iIooIh^ 
Now Cdndoin% now.llMNhAAH fetSehm «aeh proo^ 
Sneh damning proot'^ that heneefortii timn slmlt tear 
To tax my wrath, and own my conduct clear — 
Hogarth) staod fortl^>— I dare tbee^ lo be tried 
In thatgieatcMrfv^hei^ CoiBMaeiioemast preaidei 
At that niOBt sofems bar hold up thy hmA ; 
Think before whom, on what account, yon staad~ 
Speak, but consider well — from firs^t to last . 
Review tby life, weigh evei^ actioa past — 
Kay, jm itxM have oo reaaoB to eomplaiii*-^ 
Take longer time, and view them o'er agaiw<*« 
Canst thou remember from thy earliest youth, 
And as thy God must judge tliee, speak the trutb^ 
A single instance where, self laid aside^ 
And justice takaBg ptaef of fear .and pride, 
Tlioo wMi aw eqiud eye didst genina vicii^ 
And give to merit what was merit's dqei- 
Genius and merit are a sure offence, \ ^ 
And thy soul sickens at the name ilif iseiise** . ^ . 
Is a^y one so foolish to succeed^ 
On Bttfy'anMar Jm isdoemttlo Uaedi 
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Hogarth, a guilty pleasure ia his eyes, . 
The place of execationer supplies i 
See how he glotes, enjoys the sacred feasl^ 
And proves Idfloself bf croelty a pnest. 

Whilst the weak aitisty to thy whims a slave, * 
Would bury all those powers which nature gave ^ 
Would suffer blank coDcealment to obscure 
Those i-ays thy jealoiisy could not eadiire4 
To feed thy vanity -woiiid nist unknowoy 
And to seeore thy credit blast his own. 
In Hogarth he was sure to find a friend ; 
He could not fear, and therefore inijrht comment 
But when his spirit, rous'd by honest shaiue» 
Shook off that lethargy and soar'd to fame ; 
When, vntfi the pride of man, fesoWdand strong, 
He scorn'il those feai^ which did his honour wroQg^, 
And, on himself deterniin'd to rely, 
Brought forth his labours to the public eye^ - 
No friend in thee could sach a rebel know ; 
He had desert, and Hogartb was bis fio^. 

Sonis of a timorous cast, of petty name 
In Envy's court, not yet quite dead to shame^ 
^ May some remorseysome qualms of conscience feel^ 
And suffer hotioor to abate their seal $ . 
But the man tmly and ^mplet^ly great - 
AHows no rale of action bnt his bate-;; 
Through every bar he bravely breaks his way, - 
Passion his principle, and parts his prey. 
Mediums in vice and virtue speak a mind 
Within the pale of temperance eonfin'd ; . 
The daring spirit scorns ber narrow schemes, 
And, good or bad, is always in extremes* 

Man's practice duly weighed, through every age 
-On tbe isAim plan bath £ovy form'd her rage, • 
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'Oaioftt those whom fortuae bath oar rivals iiiade> 
In way of scimice, and iii wqr of tiade : 
Stuog with maao jealoa^ she amw her spife, 
First workSf then views their ruin with delight. 
Our Hogarth liere, a grand improver, shines^ 
And nobly on the general plan reiines ; • 

, He liko himself o'erieape the servile boimd \ 
Worth is his mark, wherever worfli is found^ 
Should painters only his vast wrath snffice? 
Genius in every walk is lawfiil prize : 
^Tis a gross insult to his overgrown state; 
His love to merit is to ftel bate, [firiend, 
When Wilkes, onr eoimliyman, oi^r common 
Arose, his king, bis comitiy, to defend ; 
When tools of power he bar*d to public view, 
And from tlieir holes the sneaking cowards drew^ 
When Rancour found it far beyond her reach 
To soil bis beootir, and ins troth impeaeh ; 
What conld indoee thee, at a- time and place 
Where manly foes had blosird to shew their face, 
To make that effort which must damn tJ^y name, 
And sink thee deep, deep in thy grave with shame? 
Did vurtne move thee ^ No*; 'twas pride, rank pride^ ' 
And if thon hadst not done it, ihon bad&t died. ^ 
Malice (who, disappointed of her end, 
.Whetiier tu work the bane of foe or friend, 
Preys on herself, and, driven to the stake, 
Gives Virtoe tfaat revenge she scflims to take) 

. Ifod kilM'thce, tottering on life*s utmost verge^ 
Had Wilkes and Liberty escaped ihy scourge. 
Wiij^ lliat Great Charter, which our fathers 
bought 

With tlieir best bloody was uto question, brought^; 
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IVhen big with ruin o'er each English 4iead 
Vile Slavery hnn^; suspended by a thread ; 
> When Liberty, all treinbUDg and agbaftt» 
Fear'd for the fiitoc^ knowing what was past ; 
When every breast was ehiiM witt deep despair. 
Till Reason pointed out that Pratt was there; 
Lurking, most rnffian-like, behind a screen. 
So plaic'd all thitigs lo^see, himself unseeoy 
\lriaey with due eontempt, saw Hagantb ^imd^ 
The tnorderoas peadl in bis paMed hand* • • 
What was the cause of Liberty to him, 
Or what was Honour? let them sink or swim. 
So be may gratify, without control. 
The mean resentmeiita of his'selfish seal ; 
Let freedom perish, if to freedom tme, 
In the same ruin Wilkes may perish too. 

With all the symptoms of assur'd decay, 
With age and sickness pinch'd and worn away, 
Pale quiveringlips^laokeheeks,andfidterii%lo^Boe, 
The spirits out of tane, the nerves^nostrang, 
Thy body shriveird up, thy dim eyes sunk - 
Within their sockets deep, thy weak bams shrunk, 
The body's weight unable to sustain, 
The stream of life scarce trembling ttufoogh the vein, 
More than balf-kiU'd by honest tmOs^ which lell, 
Through thy own Ihult, from men who wish'd thee 
well, 

Canst thou,ev'u thus, thy thoughts to vengeance give, 
And, dead to all things else, to malice livef 
Hence, Dotard, to thy doset ; shnt thee in ; 
By deep repentance wash away thy sin ; 

From haunts of men to shame and sorrow fly, 
And, on the ver^e of death, Jearn how to die. 

"^Charles Pratt, Esrl Caifcden.aud the venerable Chief 
Justice of tbe Common Pless« 
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Vain exbortatioa U vmb the filhiop wMte, 
Discharge.theJeopard*8«pots, turn day to niglit, 
Cootrol tiieconfseof Nature, bid the deep 
Hash at tliy pigmy voice her waves to sJecp, ' 
Perforai things passing strange, yet own thy art 
Too weak to work a change in sneh a heart. 
That envy^.whieh was woven iit the frame 
At first, will to the last remain the same. 
Reason may droop, may die: but Envy's rage 
Lnproves by time, and gathers strength from age. 
Some, aad.not few, vain triflers with the pen. 
Unread, nnpractis'd in the ways of men, 
Teli us that^vy, who, with giant stride, 
Stalks through the vale of life by Virtue's side, 
Retreats when she hath drawn her latest breath. 
And calmly bears her praises after deatli. 
To such observers Mogakh gives 4he lie ; 
Worth miy tm beared, *tit Envy cannot die • 
Within the mansion of bis gloomy breast ' 
A mansion suited well to such a guest, 
Immortal, unimpair d, she j-ears her head, 
And damns alike ^le Mviog and the dead. 

Oft have I known thee, Hogarth, weak and vain 
Thyself the idol of thy awkward strain, 
Through the dull nieasnrc of a summer's day, 
In phrase most vile, prate long, long hours away. 
Whilst frieiids with friends all gaping sit, and gaze 
To hear js Hogarth babble Hogarth's praise; 
Bnt if athwart thee Intennprion came, ' 
And mentioned with respect some ancient's name 
Some ancient's name who, in the days of yore 
Tiie crown of art wi^ greatest honour wore, ' 
How have I seen thy coward cheek turn pale, 
And blank coiifusion seize thy mangled tale ! 



Digitized by Google 



i€0 BFISTtE TO HOGARTH. 

How hath thy jealoui^y to madness grown, 
And deem'd liis praise injurious to thy own ! 
Then without niercy did thy wrath make way, 
And arts and artbts all became thy prey ; 

Tlien didst thou trample on establish'd rules. 
And proudly loveU'd all the ancient schools, 
Condeinu'd those works, with praise through ages 
gracMy 

Which yon Uad never seen, or could not taitte ; 

' But would mankind have true perfectiou shown, 
It niu.st be found in labours of my own : 
I dare to challenge, in one single piece, 
The' united force of Italy and Greece/ 
Thy eager hand the curtain tbeji ondreWf 
And brought the boasted masterpiece to view. 
Spare thy remarks — say not a single word — 
The picture seen, why is the painter heard ? 
Call not up shame and anger in our cheeks: 
Without a comment Sigismunda speaks. 

Poor Sigismunda '^l what a fate is thine ! 
Dryden, the great high-priest of all the Nine, 
Reviv'd thy name, gave what a Muse could give, 
And in his numbers bade thy memory live ; 
Gave thee those soft sensations which might move 
And warm th€ coldest anchorite to love ; 

Hot sirtirs picture of Sigismunda was taken from Dry. 
deirs fmble of Sigismanda and Ottlscarda! She Is npresciited 
in the auitude of receiving, in a golden gohlet, tli€ besrt 
of her mntdered lover, pres^aled to htr by order of her la* 
iiynan failier. 

Or not amaz'd, or hiding hr r snrprise. 
She sternly on the bcaier nx*d Iter eyt^s; 
Then itaHB, * TeU Taiicred, on his dangbter^s pnrt, 
The gold, though precious, equals aot the hear t"* 
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Crave thee that virtne^ which coqM curb desirei 

Retine and consecrate love's headstrong tire ; 
Gave thee those griefs, which made tiie Stoic feel, 
And cali'd compassion forth from hearts of steel ; 
Gave thee that firmoesS) which our sex may shamei 
And make man bow to wooian*fi jaster claim ; 
80 that our tears, which from compab^'ioii flow, 
Seem to delrase thy dimity of woe. 
But, how much unlike! howfiiU'n! howcbang*dI 
How mncb from Nature and herself estrangM 1 
How totally deprived of all the pow'rs 
To show her feelings, and awaken ours, 
Doth Sigismunda now devoted stand, 
The helpless victim of a dauber's hiind t 

Bat why, my Hogarth, such a progress made. 
Ho rare a pattern for the sign-post trade ? 
In the fnll force, and whirlwind of thy pride. 
Why was heroic painting laid aside ? 
Why is it not resumed ? thy friends at com:t. 
Men all in place and power, crave thy support; 
Be grateful then for once, and througii the field 
Of politics, thy epic pencil wield : 
Maintain the cause which they, good lack ! avow. 
And woidd maintain too, but they know not how« 

Through every pannel let thy virtue tell 
How Bute prevail'd, how Pitt and Temple fell I 
How England'ft sons (whom they conspir'd to bless 
Against our will, with insolent success) 
Approve their fall, and with addresses run, 
How got, Grod knows, to hail the Scotish sun ? 
Pomt out our fiime in war, when vengeance, hurl'd 
From the strong arm of Jnstice, shook the world ; 
Thine, and thy country's honour to increase. 
Point out the honours of succeedinj^ peace s 
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Our moderatioii^ Christian-like^ display, . 
Shew what we gat^ and what we gave Hwajr; 
la colours, diiH and heavy as the tale; 

Let a state-chaos through the whole prev^. 

But, of events regardless, whilst the Muse, 
Perhaps with loo much heat, her theme pursues^ 
Whilst her qmek spirits roitse at Freedom's caH^ 
And every drop- of blood is tam^d to gall ; 
Whilst a dear country, and an injnr'd iViend, 
Urge my stronir ansrer to the bitterest end ; 
Whilst honest trophies to revenge are rais^dy 
Let not one real virtne pass imprais'd : 
Justice with equal eotirse bids 8ath« flow. 
And loves the virtue of her i^reatest foe. 

O ! that I here could that rare virtue mean, 
Which scoms'tlie rule of envy, pride, and spleen, 
Which springs not'from the laboa^d works of arl^ 
But hath its rise firom Nature hi the heart 
Which in itself with happiness is crowu'd, 
And spreads with joy the blessing all around I 
But tmth forbids, and in these simple lays> 
Contented with a difierrat kind of praise; 
Must Hogarth stand ; that praise which gentm fl^vttr^ 
In wbicli to latest time the artist Kves,* 
But not tlie man ; which, rightly understood, 
May make us great, but cannot make us good 
That praise be Hc^fnth's ; freely let hiin'wear- 
The wreath which Cienins wote, andplanted Hntete : 
Foe as I am, should Envy tear it down. 
Myself would labour to replace the crown* 

In walks of liumour, in that cast of style 
Which, probing lo the qnick, yet makes ursnnle; 
In comedy^ 'his^natural Toad to fiune, 
(Nor let me call it by a meaner name) 
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mere a beginning, middle, and an end, 
Are aptly joined; where parts on parts depend^ 
Each made for each, as bodies for their souiy 
So as to form one true and perfect whole ; 
Where a plain story to the eye is told, 
Which we conceive the moment we beliold, 
Hogarth anrivall'd stands, and shall engage - 
UnrivaU'd praise to the mo%t distant age* 

How conldsl thou then to shame perversely rcn, 
And tread that path which Nature bade thee shun? 
Why did ambition overleap her rules, 
And thy vast parts become the sport of fools? ^ 
By different methods diffinrent men excel ; 
But where is he who can do all things weH ? 
Humour thy province, for some monstrous crime 
Pride struck thee with the frenzy of sublime ; 
Bnty when the yvork was <inish*d, could thy miud 
So partial be, and th herself so blind. 
What with contempt all ^ew'd^ to view wtth awe. 
Nor see those faults which every blockhead saw? 
Blush, thou vain man I and if desire of i'amO; 
Founded on real art, thy thoughts inflame, 
To quick destruction Si^smnnda giv^^ 
And let her memory dSe« that thine may live. 

But should fond Candour, for her mercy sake. 
With pity view^ and pardon this mistake ; 
Or should Oblivion, to tliy wish most kind, 
Wipe off that stain, nor leave one trace behind* 
Of arts despis'di of artists, by thy frown 
• Aw*d from just hopes, of rbing worth kept down, 
Of all thy meanness tlirough this mortal race, 
Canst thou the livuig memory erase? * * 

Or shall not vengeance follow to the grave, - 
Apd give back jost that measure which you gave? 



Digitized 



BPiSXLB 10 UQGAMXK* 



With so much merit, and so much saccess, 
With so much power to curse, so much to bless, 
Would he have been mao's friend instead ol tbe> 
Hogarth had been a little god below* 
Why then^ like savage giants fiun'd of old, 
Of whom in scripture fltory we are toUl, 
Dost thou in cruelty that strength employ, 
Which Nature meant to save^ not to destroy? 
Why dost thooy «U in horrid pomp array'd. 
Sit grinning o'er the rnins tbon hast made i * 
Most rank Ill-nature must applaud thy art, 
But even Candour must condemn tliy heart. 

For me, who, warm and zealous for my friend^ 
In spite of railing thousands will conmiend ; 
Aud no less warm and zealous 'gainst my foes» 
Spite of commending thousands, will oppose ; 
I dare thy worst, with scorn behold thy rage, 
But with an eye of pity view thy age ; 
Thy feeble age I in wliich, as in agiassy 
We see how men to dissolution pass. 
Thou wretched lieing, whom, on reason's pfauD^ , 
So chaug'd, so lost, I caunot call a man; 
What could persuade thee, at this time of life^ 
To launch atresh into the sea of strife? 
Better tor thee, scarce crawling on the eartbt 
Almost as much a child as at thy birth, 
To have resigned in peace thy parting breath, 
And sunk uunotic'd in the arms of Death. 
Why would thy grey, grey hairs, resentment brave. 
Thus to go down with sorrow to the grave i 
Now, by my soul, it makes me blush to know 
My spirits could descend to sucli a foe : ' 
Whatever cause the veugeance might provoke, . 
It seems lank cowardice to give the stroke. 
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Sure 'tis a cuise which angry fates iniposey 
To mortify man's arrogance, tiiat tliose 
WliQ're lasiiion*d of some better sort of clay, 
Much sooner tlian the tcummon herd decay. 
What bitter pangs must humbled Genius feel, 
lo then- liist hours, to view a Swift and Steele 
How must ill-boding liorrors till her breast, 
Wheo she beholds men mark'd above the rest 
For qnaliti^s most dear, plunged from that height^ 
And sunk, deep sunk, in second childhood's night! 
Are men, indeed, such things? aud are the best 
More subject to this evil than the restP 
To drivel oat whole years of idiot breath, 
And sit the moniiroeuts of living ^eath? 
O, galling circumstance to hnntan pride I 
Abasing thought, but not to be denied. 
Witli curious art the brain, too finely wrought, 
Preys on hersell^ and is destroyed by tliought : 
Constant attention wears the active mind. 
Blots out our powers, and leaves a blank behind.* 
But let not youth, to insolence allied, 
In heat of blood, in fiill career of pride, 
Possessed of genius, with unliaiiow'd rage 
Hock the miirmities of reverend age : 
Tlie greatest genins to this iate may bow ^ 
Reynolds^ in time, may be like Hogarth now 

t9 BwHt, U is well known, died In a state of idiotism. §\t 
RIcbaid Sletsle a^sofor some years before bis death laboured 
under a paralytic alTecUon, by wliicli blsintellectiud powers 
were materiaUy impaired. 

The poetical presage of ChnrcIiiU was never verified in 
tlie social or professional life of Sir Joshua Reynolds. He 
dted in 1191, with a reputation still uudimimstied, tkougb 
scarcely susceptible of incrca&e. 
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Grace said in form, (which seeptics imtst agree^ 

When they are told tlmt grace w as said by me ,) 
The servants gone, to break the scurvy jest 
On tlie proud iandiordy aod his threadbare gii0»t; 
The King gone ronod, my Lady too witlidrawnt » 
My Lord, in nsoal taste, began to yawn, 
And, lolling backward in his eibow-chair. 
With an insipid kind of stupid stare, 
Picking his teeth, twirling bis seals about— r 
* Churchill, yon ba?e a poem jsommg out ; 
YouVe my best wishes ; bnt I really fear 
Your Muse, in general, is too severe ; 
Her spirit seems her interest to oppose, ■ 
And where she makes one friend, makes twenty foes. 
^ Yonr Lordship's fears are just $ I feel theur 
ibree^ 

Bnt only feel it as a thing of conrse. 
'fhe man whose hardy spirit shall engage 
To lash the vices of a guilty age^ 

1 This poem was published in Novemtter soon sflcr 
tlic author 8 t'lopemeni with the (langbier of a tradesman in 
Wesiriiinaler had become a geneial topic of indi«^nant con- 
versation. He labours throughout to separate the eft'ects of 
his private from those of his public conduct, auU in billcr- 
iteu of soolcoatrasti tlie one wltli the other. 
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At his first seCHng foimrd ought to^know 
That every rogae he meets must be his foe ; 
That the rnde breath of satire will provoke 
Many who feel, and more who fear the stroke* 
But shall tiie partial rago of selfish men 
From stobboiii justice wrench the righteous pen^ 
Or shall I not my settled course pursue, 
Because ray foes are foes to virtue too ?* 

^ What is this boasted Virtue, taught in schaolsj 
And idly drawn from antiquated rules? 
What is her m^t pofait out otie wholesome end : 
Will she hurt fbes, or can she make a fiiend? 
When from lonfij fasts fierce appetites arise. 
Can this same Virtue stifle Nature's cries? 
Can she the pittance of a meal afford, 
Or bid tbee welcome to one great man's board ? 
When nortfaem winds the rough December ahn 
With frost and snow, can Virtue keep thee warm? 
Canst thou dismiss the hard unfeelini^ dnn 
Barely by saying, thou art Virtue^s son ? 
Or, by base blundering statesmen sent to jail. 
Win Mansfield take this Virtue for tliy bail?— 
Believe it not, the name is in disgrace ; 
Virtue and Temple now are out of place. 

^ Quit then this meteor, whose delusive ray 
From wealth and honoar leads thee far astray* 
Trae virtneiheans (let Reason use her eyes> 
Nothing with fools, and interest with the wise. 
Would 'st thou be great, her patronage disclaim^ 
Nor madly triumph in so mean a'dame : 
Liet nobler wreatlis thy happy brows adom^ 
And leave to Virtlie poverty and scorn. 
Let Prudence be thy guide ; who doth not know 
How seldom Prudence can with Virtue go I 
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To be successful try tliy utmost ^Qfi, 
And virUie foUows as a tbing of course. 

^ Hirco, who knows not Hireo? stains the bed 
Of that kind master who first gave him bread ; 
Scatters the seeds of discord through the land. 
Breaks every public, every private band; 
Beholds with joy a trusting friend undone ; 
Betrays a brother, and would cheat a son : 
Wliat raortal in his senses can endnre 
Tlie name of Hirco ? for the wretch is poor ! 

Let him hani(, drown, starve, on a duiighili roty 
By. all detested live, and die foi|[ot; 
Let him, a poor return, in every breath 
Feel ail death^s pains, yet be whole years in deatt^" 
Is now the general cry we all pursue ; 
' Let Fortune change, and Prudence changes too ; 
Supple and pliant, a new system feels, 
Tlirows np her cap^ aod spaniels at his heels, 
* Long live great Htrco, (cries, by Interest taught) 
And let his foes, tliough I prove one, be nought/ 

C» ^ Peace to such men, if such men can have 
peace, ^ 
Let their possesdons, let their state, increase; 
Let their base services in courts strike root, 
And in the season bring forth golden fruit ; 
I envy not : let those who have the will^ 
And, with so little spirit, so niucli skill, 
With such vile instnimeiits their fortunes carve ; 
Rogues n^ay growfiit, an honest man dares starve/ 

L. ' Theae^ale conceits tlirown off, let us ad- 
vance 

For once to real life, and quit romance, 
^larve 1 pretty talking! but I fain would view 
That man, that honest man, would do it too. 
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Hence to yon moantiiin which ootbiaves the $kyv 
And dart from pole to pole thy strengtheo'd eye ; 
Through all that space you sl^all not view one luon^ 
Not one, who dares to act on such a plan. 
Cowards in calms will say, what in a storm • 
The brave will tremble at, and not perform. 
Thioe be the proof, aod, spite of all yo»'ve said^ 
Yoa'd ccive your bonoiir for a crast of bread.' 
€• ^ What proof might do, what hunger miglit 
effect, 

What famiitb'd Nature, looking with neglect 
On all she once held dear; wteit fear, at strife 
With feinting virtue for the means of life; 

]\ii;s:ht make this coward flesb, in love with breath, 
Sbnddering at pain, and shrinking back from deaths 
In treason to my soul, descend to bear ; 
Trusting to fete, I neither know nor care* 

' Once, (at this hour thtise wounds afresh I feel^ 
Which nor prasperity nor time can heal. 
Those wounds, which, fate severely bath decreed^ 
Mentioned or thought of, must for ever bleed ; 
Those wounds, which humbled all tliat pride of roaa 
Which brings sudi mighty aid to virtue's plan :) 
Once, aw'd by Fortune's most oppressive frown. 
By legal rapine to the earth bow*d down, 
My credit at last gasp, my state undone. 
Trembling to meet the shock I could not shun. 
Virtue gave ground, and black despair prevaird; 
Sinking beneaUi the storm, my spirits faiPd, 
Like Peter*s faith ; till one, a friend indeed, 
(May all distress find such in time of need !) 
One kind good man, iu act, in word, in thoughti, 
By vhrtue guided^ and by wisdom taught^ 
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Image of Him whom christians should adore, 
StretchM forth his band, and brought nie safe to 
shore \ 

* Since, by good fortnne into notice raia'dy 
And for some little merit largely pcais'di 
Indulged in swerving from prudential ndes, 
Hated by rogues, and not beUiv'd by fools; 
Plac*d above want, shall alyect thirst of wealth 
So fiercely war 'gainst ray $onl'6 dearest bealtb. 
That, as a boon, I should base shackles crave, 
And) bom to freedom, make myself a slave? 
That I should in the train of those appear, 
Whom honour cannot love, nor manhood fear P 

^ That I no longer skulk from street to Btreeti 
Afraid lest duns assail, and batlifis meet: 
That I from place to place this carcass bear ; 
Walk forth at large, and wander free as air ; 
That I no longer dread the awkward friend 
Whose very obligations must offend; 
Nor, all too fi*oward, with tmpatieoce bum 
At soffermg lavoiirs whicli I can't retnm. 
That, from dependence and from pride secure, 
I am not placed so high to scorn the poor, 
Nor yet so low, that I (my Lord) should feai^ 
Or hesitate to give him sneer for sneer ; 
That, whilst sage Pntdenee m;;^ pnnuits confirms, 
I can enjoy the world on equal terms ; 
That, kind to others, to myself most true, 
FeeUng no want, I comfort tbo^ who da, 

" Churchill, having imprudeiilly involved himself in debt, 
previous to the pubitcatioii of the Rosi^ful, was relieyed by 
the beiievuleuce of Dr. Peirsou Lloyi]]^ secoad master pt 
Westminster school/wbo also effected a compromise with 
the creditors. 
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And wtlh the wiU have power to aid di&treas ^ ; 

These»aod wiiat other bleflfiings I pcMMU^ 

From the faidQlgence of the pnblic rise^ 

All private patronage iny sonl defies. 

By candour more indin'd to save than daino^ 

A generous public made me what I 

Att that 1 have, they gave ^ just memory bean 

The gvatefbl stamp ; aod what I am, is theits.' 

L. * To feign a red-hot zeal for freedom'a causei 
To mouth aloud for liberties and laws. 
For pablie good to bellow all abroad, 
Servte well the purposes of private fraud* 
Pradeace, by public good iotends her owo i 
If you mean otherwise, you stand alone* . 
What do we mean by country and by court? 
What is it to oppose ? what to support? 
Mere words of coarse ^ and what is more absord 
Than to pay homage to an empty word i 
Majors and minors differ bnt in name' ; 
Patriots and ministers are much the same; 
The only diflference, after all their rout, 
Js^ that the one is in, the other out. 

< Explore tlie.dark recesses of the mmd^ 
In the soul's honest volume read mankind. 
And own, in wise and simple, great and small^ 
The same grand leading principle in all. ; 
Whate'er we talk of wisdom to the wi&e^ 
Of goodness to the good, of public ties 
Which to oar country link, of private bands 
Which claim luost dear attention at our hands, 

' The extensive ssleof our anthoi^s poems, and his rzpU 

dity of composiiton, produced liim no ineonsiderable re- 
veune; and to his credit it must be remembered, that bis 
first earnings were appropriated to the full diicliarge of ever/ 
demand upon turn. 
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For parent and for r hild, for wife and friend, 
Onr first great mover^ and our last great end 
Is one, and, by wbateTer name we call 
The roling tyrant, setfis ail ill alk 
This, which unwilling faction shall admit, 
Guided in different ways a Bute and Pitt, 
Made tyrants break, made kings observe tiie law. 
And gave the world a Stuart and Nassan. 

^ ]%itb Natnre (strange and wild conceit of pride) 
Distinguished thee from all lier sons beside? 
Doth virtue in thy bosom brighter glow, 
Or from a spring more pure doth action flow ? 
Is not thy soul bound witb those very chains 
Which shackle ns ! or is that self, which reigns 
. O'er kings and b^gars, wiiich in all we soe 
Most strong and sovereign, only weak in thee? ' 
Fond man, believe it not ; experience tells 
'Tis not thy virtue, bnt thy pride rebels. 
Think, (and for once lay by thy lawless pen) 
Think, and confess thyself like other men ; 
Think but one hour, and* to thy Conscience led 
By Reason's hand, )>ow down and hang thy head? 
Think on thy private life, recal thy yoath, 
View thyself now, and own, with striiH:est tmth» 
Hi^t self hath drawn thee irom fiaiir virtue's way 
Farther than folly would have dar'd to stray; 
And that the talents liberal Nature gave 
To make thee free, have made thee more a slave. 

* Quit thei^ in pmdenee qutt^ that idle train 
Of toys, which Imve so long abnsM thy brain, 
And captive led thy powers; with boundless wil> 
Let self maintain her state and empire stilly 
But let her, with more worthy objects caughtji 
Stmin all the fiiculties and force of thjaaght 
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To things of higher daring : Jet her range 
Througli better pastures, and learn how to ebaoge ; 
Let her, no longer to meak fiictton tiedf 
Wisely rev€lt, and join onr stronger side«^ 

C. Ah! \Vhat, my Lord, hath private life to do 
With things of pubhc nature? why to view 
. Would you thus cruelly those scenes unfold 
Which, witbost pain and horror to beliold, 
Most speak me something more or less tfuui maD^ 
Which friends may pardon, but I never can ? 
Look back ! a thought which borders on despair. 
Which human nature must, yet cannot bear# 
'Tis not the babbling of a bosy world, 
Where praise and censure are at random htiri*d. 
Which can the meanest of my tlioughts control, 
Or shake one settled purpose of my soul : 
Free and at large might their wild curses roam, 
If all, if all, alas I were well at home. 
No^'tis the tale which angry conscience tells. 
When she with more than tragic horror swcUs 
Each circumstance of guilt ; when stern but true, 
She brings bad actions forth into review. 
And, like the dread hand*writiDg on the wall, 
Bids late remorse awake at reason^ caH; 
Arm'd at all points, bids scorpion vengeance pass, 
And to the mind holds up reflection's glass, 
The mind which, starting, heaves the heart-felt groar , 
And !)ates that form she*knows to be her own \ 
^ £noug)i of this, — let private sorrows rest^ 
As to the public I dare stand the test ; 
Dare proudly boast, I fee! no wish above 
The good of flngland, mid my country's love. 

These lines pathetically allude to tl;e poignant genft« (beir* 
aiitbur entertaiued of bis deplorable luUcouUuct. 

VOL. 1. 1- 
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Stranger to party-ragcj by reason's vckse^ - 
tTncrriDg guide, directed in my choice, 
Not all the tyrant powers of earth combined, 
No, nor of hell, s\iaU make me change my .niijid^ 
What! herd witb mei^ niy honest soiil^ilifMiaiiiSy 
Men who, with servile ecal, are forging chains 
For Freedom's neck, and lend a helping hand ...r 
To spread destruction o'er my native land.. 
What! shall I not, ev'a to my latest b^e^tl^. 
In the full face of danger and of deati^ 
Exert that little strength which nature gave^ 
And boldly stem, or perish in the wave?' 

L. * When I look backward for some fifty years, 
And see protesting p^tiiots turn'd to peera; i 
Hear men» most loose, for decenqy.jd^clainv. . 
And talic of character witbont a naape ; 
Sec infidels assert the cause of God, 
And meek divines wield persecution's rod ; 
See men transform'd to brutes, and bruti^s to meo. 
See Whitehead ^ take a place, Balph^ change hispen^ 
I mock the seal, and deem die inen in sport. 
Who rail at ministers and curse a court. 
Thee, haughty as thou art, and proud in ihyme^ 
Shall some preferment, ofier*d a time 
When virtue sleeps, some sacrilice to pride, 
Or some fiur victim, move to change thy side*. . 
Thee shall these eyes behold, to health restor*!!. 
Using, as Prudence, bids, bold Satire's sword^ , »«r 

' This fniB the mock patriot, Paul Wriiitebcad. 

^ Mr. James Ralph al first appeared as au ansncceasAil' 
dramatic writer. In the year l'i4if, tbe Diicbirssof Marlboroutih 
|]:ivi!ig pllbli^he^l the memoirs of her own life, Ralph wrote v.u 
answer to it, called, ' The other Side of the Question.* This 
ptTtormaiice gave hioi rcputatiou iu the literary world, and 
he became so formidable a gwllticaliwtiter, as- lo obtaia a 

aslon of soof. per aniiaia, wbieh he UveA aot loai^ts oiUoy. * 
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Gnliiog thy present friends, and praising those 
Whomiiow thy fii^nqr holds thy greatest foesi/ 

C. * May I,(can worse di^praoe on manhood fidi i) 
Be born a Whitehead, and baptized a Paul ; 
May I, (thongh to his service deeply tied 
By sacred oaths, and now by will allied) 
With ftlse feign'd seal an injor'd God defenilt 
And use his iftinie Ha some base privateeiid ; • 
May I, (that thought bids double horrors roll 
O'er my sick spirits, and unmans my sonl) 
Ruin the virtue which 1 held most dear, 
And still must hold; mi^ I, through atyectfear^ 
Betray my fiiend ; may to sncceedmg tfamesy 
Engrav'd on plates of adamant, my crimes 
Stand blazing forth, whilst, mark'd with envious blot^ 
Each little act of virtue is forgot; 
Of all those evils which, to.stamp. men cnrsty 
Hell keeps hi store for veogennce, may the worst^ ' 
light on my head ; and in my day of woe^ 
To make the cup of bitterness o'erflow, 
-May I be seom'd by every man of worthy 
Wander, like Gain, a vagabond on earth. 
Bearing about a hell m my own mind. 
Or be to Scotland for my life confln'd, 
Jf I am one among the many known [own. 
Whom Shelburne" fled, and Calcraft ' blushed to 
jLm ^ Do yoa reflect what men you makeyoor foes P 
C. ^ I do, and that's the reason I oppose. 

^ William Petty, Eari of Shelborne, afterwards created 
Marquis of Lausdowtie. 

^ John Calcrafl, Esq. ao army agent and contractor, was 
the confidential friend of Lord HoUaud, Rl^ihy, &c. He died, 
ia 1112, Ijeaviug a fortime of more tban 250,0^)^)1. 
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Friends I have made^ vihom Envy must commetidf 
But not one foe, whom I would wish a friend* 
What if ten tbonsand Bates and Hollands bawl? 

One Wilkes hath made a large amends for all. 

* Tis not the title, whether handed down 
From age to age, or flowing from the crown 
In coitions streams on recent men, who came 
B'rom stems nnknown, and sires withent a name : 
*T1s not the star, which oor great Edward gave 
To mark the virtuous, and reward the hrave, 
Blazing without, whilst a base heart within 
Is rotlen to the core with filth and sin ; 
lis not the tinsel grandeor, taoght to wait. 
At custom's call, to mark a fwA of state 
From fools of lesser note, that soul can awe, 
Whose pride is reason, whose defence is law/ 

L, ^ Suppose, (a thing scarce possible in art. 
Were it thy cue to play a common part) 
Suppose thy writings so well fenced in law, 
TTiat Norton cannot find nor make a flaw-— 
Hast thou not heard, that *inongst our ancient tribes^ 
By party warpt, or laird asleep by bribes, 
Or trembling at the ruffian hand of Foree^ 
Law hath suspended stood, or chang'd its conrse? 
Art thou assur'd, that, for destniction ripe, 
Thou may'st not smart beneath the self-same gripe i 
What sanction hast thon, franticin thy rhymes^ 
Thy life> thy freedom to secure 

C. « The times. 

'Tis not on law, a system great and good. 
By wisdom penned, and bought by noblest bloody 
My faith relies : by wicked men and vain 
LaWy once abus'd, may be abos'd agaui.— • 
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No ; bli our great Umgiwr I depeod, 
Wh6 knows and gnides her Id her proper end; 
Whose royalty of nature blazes out 
So fierce, 'twere sin to entertain a doubt — 
Did tyrant .Stnarts now the laws dispense, 
(Bless'd be the hoar and hand which sent them 
hence !) 

For something, or for nothing, for a word 

Or thought, I might be doom'd to death, unheard. 

Life we might all resign to lawless pow*r, 

Nor think it worth the purchase of an hoar ; 

Bat envy ne'e? shall fix so foul a stain 

On the fair annals of a Brunswick's reign. 

* If, slave to party, to revenge, or pride ; 
If, by fi^l human error drawn aside^ 
I break die faiw, strict rigonr let her wear ; 
^Tia ber's to punish, and ^tis mine to bear ; 
Nor, by the voice of Justice doom'd to death. 
Would I ask mercy with n\y latest breath ; . 
But, anxious only for my country's good, 
In which my king's, of course, is understood ; 
Formed on a plan with some few patriot friends, 
Whilst by just means I aim at noblest ends, 
My spirits cannot sink : though from the tomb 
Stern Jefferiessliould be placed in Mansfield's room ^ 
Though he should bring, his base designs to aid, 
Some black attorney, for his purpose made, 
And shove, whilst Decency and Law retreat, 
The modest Norton from liis maiden seat ; 
Though both in ill, confederates, should agree^ 
In damned league, to torture law and me. 
Whilst George is king, I cannot fear endure) 
Not to be guilty, is to be secure. 
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^ But when, io after>tiine8,^be £ir remov'd 
That day i) our motuurcfar, gloticnis and beloVd^ 
Sleeps with his fidhm; 'flhonld in^eridos fate^ 
In vengeance, with fresh Stuarts curse our state j 
Should they, o'erleapin^ every fence of law, 
Butcher the brave to keep tame fools in awe ; 
Should they, by brutal and oppr^ive force, 
l)tvert sweet Jfisti<^e irrfm her etren course 
Should they, of every other means bereft, 
Miike n)y n«;ht hand a witness 'gainst my leftj 
Should they, abroad by inquisitions taught, 
Search out my sonl/and damn meibr'a tliooght ; 
Still would I keep my course, stHHpeak, iflll write ; 
Till death had pluug'd me in the shades of night. 

* Thou Goi) of Tmth, thou great, all-searching eye^ 
To whom our thoughts, our spirits, open lie, 
Grant me thy strength, and in that needfal benr 
(ShouM it e'er come) when Law snbmits^to Pow'r, 
Witli firm resolve ray steady bosoro steel, 
Bravely to suffer, though I deeply feel. 

^ Let me, as hitherto, stiil draw my breath, 
In love with life, but not in fear of death ^ 
And if Oppression brings me to the graven 
And marks me dead, she ne'er shall mark a slave. 
Let no unworthy marks of grief be heard. 
No wild laments, not one imseemly word ; 
Let sober triumphs wait upon my bier; 
I won't fbi^ve that friend who <toops one tear. 
Whether foe's ravished in life^ early morn, 
Or, in old a«rej drops like an ear of com, 
Full ripe he falls, on nature's noblest plan. 
Who lives to reason^ and who dies a man.* 

ft 



Digitized by Coogle 



FAREWELL. 



P. Farewell to Europe, and at once, farewell 
To all the follies which in Europe dwell; 
To Eastern India now, a richer clime, 
Richer, alas I ill every thiog^iit rii^mei " 
The Mule9steer their codrti^ ; and, fond of change, , 
At large, in otlier worlds, desire to range ; 
Resolv'd, at least, since they the fool must play. 
To do it in a diiferent place, and way. 

JP. What whim is fliis, whit etroirdf tiie brain. 
What madnte worse^fhM'iii the deg^tar^ reign? 
Why into foreiam conntriea^Wonld yoo roam, 
Are there not knaves and fools enough at home? 
If satire be thy object, and thy lays 
As yet have showti no talents fit for praise ; 
If satire be thy object^ search all ritmnd, . 
Nor to thy pnrpose can dne spot be fonnd 
Like England, where, to rampant vigour grown, 
Vice chokes up every virtue ; where, self-sown, 
The seeds of folly shoot forth rank and bold, 
And every seed brings ibrtfa a Imndred-fold* 

P. No more of tbis^thoagh Tnith, (the mom 
our shame. 

The more our guilt) thoagliTi uth perhaps may claim^, 
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And justify her part iu this, yet here, 
For the first timey ev'n Tmth <^eads my ear; 
Dedaim from mom to oiglit, from oight to morni 
Take np the theme anew, when day's new-born, 
T hear, and hate — be Engiaiul what she will, 
With all her faults, she is my country still, [word 

F. Thy coautry ! and what then ? Is that mere 
Against the voice of Reasim to be beard? 
Are prejudices, deep tmbib*d in youth, 
To counteract, and make thee liate the truth? 
'Tis the sure symptom of a narrow soul, 
To draw ita gi^od attachment ii*om the whole^ 
And take op with a part ; men, not confined 
Witliin soeh paltry limits, men design'd 
Their nature to exalt, where'er they go, 
Wherever waves can roll, and winds can blow j 
Where'er the blessed sun, plac'd in the sky 
To watch this sulyect worUU can dart his eye^ 
Are still the sdme, and prejudice out-grown, 
Consider every country as their own; 
At one grand view they take in nature *s plan, 
Kot more at home in England, than Japan, 

P. Aly good grave 8ir of Theory, whose wit^ 
Graspmg at shadows, ne'er caogbt snbstance yet, 
*Tis mighty easy o'er a glass of wine 
On vain refinements vainly to refine, 
To lau^h at poverty in plenty's reign. 
To boast of apathy when out of pain, . 
And in each sentence^ worthy of the schools. 
Varnished with sophistry, to deal out rules 
Most lit for practice, but for one poor fault, 
Tliat into practice they can ne^er be brought^ 

At home, and sitting in your elbow-chair, 
You praise Japan, tbongb yon vras never there i 

« * 
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But was the this moment under sail* 

Woaid not your miod be ehang'd, your spirits fail? 

Would you not cast one Ion{>ing eye to shore. 
And vow to deal in such wild schemes no more? 
Howe'er our pride may tempt us to conceal 
Those passions which we cannot choose but feel,. 
There's a sji-ange somelhing, which, without a brainy 
Fools feel, and which ev'n wise men can't explaiui 
Planted in man, to bind him to that earth, 
In dearest tics, from whence he drew bis birth. 

If Honour calisy wherever she points the way 
The sons of Honour follow, and obey ; 
If need compels, ^rfierever we are sent 
*Ti» want of courage not to be content; 
Bui, if we have the liberty of choice. 
And all depends on our own single voice. 
To deem of every country as the samOi 
Is rank rebellion 'gamst the lawful claim 
Of Nature, and such dull indifference 
May be philosophy, but can't be sense. 

F. Weak and uiyust distinction, strange design^ 
Most peevish, most perverse, to undermine 
Philosophy, and throw her empire down. 
By means of sense, from whom siie holds her crown, 
Divine Philosophy, to thee we owe 
AH that is worth possessing here below ; 
Virtue and virisdom oonsecmte thy reign, , 
Doubled each joy, and pain no longer pain* . 

Wlien, like a garden, where, for want of toil 
And wholesome discipline, the rich, rank soil 
Teems with incumbrances ; where all around, 
Herbs, noxious in their nature, make the ground^ 
Like the good mother of a thankless son, 
Curse her own wonib| by fruitfolness nndone j 
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like snch a garden, when the hnmnn soul| 
Uncultnr'd, wild, impatieiit of controii 
Bring»4brtb those paMons of loxotiant race, 
WUdi ipreadf and stifle eveiy herb of ^oe* 
Whilst Virtue, check'd by the cold hand of Scorn, 
Seems withering on the bed where she was boiu^ 
Philosc^hy steps in, with steady handy ^ 
She brings her aid^she clears the* enenmber'd land 
Too vbiuonsy lo spete Vice one stndie, too wise 
One moment to ettend to Pity's eries^ 
See with what godlike, wiiat relentless pow*r 
She roots np every weed I 

P. - And eveiy flow'r.. 

Philosophy y a name of medc deg^^e^ 
Embrace), in token of hunriiity, 
By the proud sage', who, whilst he strove to bide. 
In that vain artifice, reveaPd his pride ; 
Philosophy^ whom Natm*e had designed 
To pnrge all etforsftom the tnnnan mind^ 
Herself misled by the pbilosophefi 
At once her priest and master, made ns errc 
Pride, pride, like leaven in a mass of flour. 
Tainted her laws, and made ev'a virtne soar*. 

Had she^ content within her proper qphere» 
Tanght lessons suited to the human ear. 
Which might fair Virtue's genuine fruits produce^ 
Made not for ornament, but real use ; 
The heart of nuuiy unrivall'd, she bad sway'd^ 
Prais'd by the good, and by the bad obqr'd; 
Bat when (She, overturning Beason's throne, 
Strove proudly in its place to plant her own ; 
When she with apathy the breast would steely 
And teach us, deeply feeling, not to feel 

* 'Dlo|encs« 
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When she woidd wUdly ttUlier jforce employi 
Not to correet our paarions, bat destroy ; 

When, not content our nature to restore, 
As made by God, she made it all new o'er ; 
When, with a strange wd .criminal excess, 
To make ns vu»e tban jnea she made us less ; 
Hie good her dwindled power with pity saw, 
The bad with joy, and none but fools witii awe. 

Truth with a simple and unvarnished taie, 
Ev'n from the mouth of Norton might |)revai], 
Could she get .time ; but Falsehood's sugared straio 
Shooed ponr her ratal blanffisbm^^ in vain. 
Nor make one convert, though the siren hung, 
Where she too often hangs^ on Mansfield's tongue. 
Should all the sophs, whom in his course the sun 
Hath seen, or past, or preset, lise'in jone 
Shonid he^ whBst plMSure in each sentence flows. 
Like Plato, give us poetry in prose; 
Slionld he, full orator, at once impart 
The' Athenian's genius with tlie Roman's art ; 
Genius and art should in this instance fail. 
Nor Rome, tiiough jom'd wtii Alhens, here prevails 
Tis not in man, 'tis not in. more tiian jnan, 
To make me find one fault in Nature's plan : 
Plac'd low ourselves, we censure those above, 
And, wanting judgment, think that she wants iove^ 
Bbinie, where we ought ui reason to commend. 
And think her most a foe, when most a fiiend. 
Sucli be philosophers — their specious art, [heart. 
Though Friendship pleads, shall never warp my 
Ne*er make me firom this breast one passion tear^ 
Wliich Nature, my best fiiend, liatk planted there* 

F« Forgiving as^ friend, what, wUlst I live^ 
As a philosopher I can't forgive^ 



* 
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In this one point at last I join with yon^ 
To Natore pay all tint is Natnrtfs dne ; 
Bat let not clouded Reason sink so low, 

To fancy debts she does not, cannot owe: 

Bear, to full manhood grown, those shackles bear^ 

Which Nature meant us for a time to wear^ 

As we wear leadingnitrii^ whidi, naeless grewny 

Are laid aside, when we can walk alone ; 

But on thyself, by peevish humour sway'd, 

Wilt thou lay burdens Nature never laid? 

Wil t thou make faults, whilst Judgment weakly errsi 

And tben defend, mistaking them for her's? 

Dar'st then to say, m onr enlightened age, 

That this grand master-passion, this brave rage 

Which flames out for thy country, was impressed 

And fix'd by Nature in the human breast? 

If yon prefer the place Where yon was bom^ . 
And hold all others in contempt and scorn 
On fair comparison ; if on that land 
With liberal, and a more than equal hand. 
Her gifts, as in profusion, Plenty sends ; 
If Virtue meets with more and better iiiends i 
If Science finds a patron 'mongst the great ; ' 
If Honesty is minister of state ; 
If Power, the guardian of our rights design'd^ 
Is to that great, that only end, confin'd ; 
If riches are employed to bless the poor ; 
If law is sacred, hberty secure ; 
JbBt bnt these ihcts depend on proofs of weight, 
Keason declares thy love can't be too great ; 
Aud, in this light could he our country view, 
A very Hottentot nm^t love it too. 

Qnt if by &te's decrees, yon owe yoor birth 
To some most barren and pemuiona earthy 
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Wliere, every comfort of this life denied^ 

Her rmil wants are scantily supplied ; 

'Where, power treason, liberty a joke» 

Laws never made, or made but to be broke ; 

To fix thy love on such a wretched spot, 

Because, in lust's wild fever there begot ; 

BeoBOse, tby weight no longer tit to bear. 

By cbanee,not choice, thy mother dropt thee tliete^ 

Is folly, which admits not of defence ; 

It can't be natnre» for it is not sense. 

By Uie same argument which here you hold, 

(When Falsehood's insolent let Tnith be bold) , 

If propagation can in torments dwell, 

A devil mns^, if bom there, love bis bell. 

P, Had fate, to whose decrees I lowly bend, 
And ev'n in punishment confess a friend, 
Ordainfd my birth in some place yet nntried, 
On purpose made to mortify my pride, 
Where the sun never gave one glimpse of day, 
Where science never yet could dart one ray. 
Had I been born on some bleak, blasted plain 
Of barren Scotland, in a Stoart's reign, 
Or io some kingdom, where men, weak or wonse^ 
l\im*d Nature^ every blessing to a cdrse ; , 
Where crowns of freedom, by the fathers won. 
Dropped leaf by leaf from each degenerate son, 
In spite of ail the wisdom you display, 
Ail yon have said, and yet may have to say ; 
My weakness her^ if weiduiess, I confess, 
I, as my country, had not lov'd her less. 

\Vhether strict reason bears me out in this, 
Let those who, always seeking, always mi«s 
The w&y« of reason, doubt with precious zeal> 
Theirs be the praise tOh argue, mine io keU 
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Wish we to trace this passion to the root; 
Wei like a tree, may know it by its fruit $ - 
SVom its rich stem tea thomaiid iriitoes springy 
Ten tiioimd Messings on its bfancbes cling 
Yet in the circle of revolving years 
Not one misfortune, not one vice, appears. 
Hence, then, and what you Beason odi, adore ^ 
Thisi if not reasctt) mast be simKtbinii; mora* 

Bnt (for I wish not others to oonfineii 
Be their opinions nnrestrain'd as mine) 
Whether tbb love's of good or evil growtli^ 
A vice, a virtue, or a spice of botb^ ^ ' 
Let men of nicer ai|*ament decide ; 
Ifitisvirtaons, soothe an honest pride ' 
With liberal praise ; if vicious, be content^ 
It is a vice I never can repent; 
A vice which, weighed in Heavep, shall more avai| 
Than ten cold virtues in the other scale. 

F. This wild, nntemper*d seal (wliieh^ after aU, 
We, candonr nnimpeach'd, might madness cdl) 
Is it a virtue? that you scarce pretend; 
Or can it be a vice, like virtue's friend, 
Which draws us* off from and dissoifes the forcn 
Of private tiesi^ nqr, etops as in onr cmnM 
To that grand object of the hnman sent, 
That nobler love which comprehends the whole ? 
Coop'd in the limit*? of this petty isle. 
This nook, which scarce deserves a frown orsmile. 
Weighed with Creation, yon, by whim undone^ 
Give all your tlioogiits to wliat is scarce worA one^ 
The generous soul, by Nature taught to soar, 
Her strength coufirm'd in philosophic lore, 
At one grand view takes in a world with ease, 
Aud, seeing aU mtmkind, loves ail she sm« * 
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P. Waa it most sure, which yet a doubt endures, 
NotfoundmJfteasoii'aereed, though found in yom^ 
That these two'Senieea, Hke what we*i^te^ 
And know of God's and Ifammon's, campthold 
And draw together ; that, however loth, 
We neither serve, attempting to serve both, 
I could not doabt a moment which to choo^e^ 
And wJuGh in common reason to refiise* - - 

Invented oft for purposes o^art^ 
Bom of the head, thougli father'd on the heart, 
This grand love of the world must be confessed 
A barren speculation at the best. 
Not one man in a thousand, shonld he live 
Beyond the nsnal term of ttk^ ;eoidd give> 
So rare occasion comes, and to so few, *• 
Prbof wiietlier his regard^ are feign'd or true. 

The iove«we bear our country, is a root . 
Whidi never fiub to bring forth golden fruit; 
*Tis in the ^mind on eyeriasting spring ^ 
Of glorious actions, which become ft4ingf 
Nor less become a subject ; 'tis a debt 
Which bad men, though they pay not, can't forget 
A dttty^ which the goodde^l^ to pay* 
And every man can practise, every day. 

Nor, for my life (so very dim my eye, • 
Or dull your argument) cau I descry 
Wliat you with faith assert, how tirat dear love 
Which binds me tO'my country, can remove^ 
And mako me of neoesstty fomgPi 
That general love which to the v^ld- 1 ovre« 
Those ties of private nature, small extent, > 
In Wiiich the mind of narrow cast is pent, 
Are only steps on.which the generous soul 
Mounts by degrees, till she includes the whole. 
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That spring of Jove which, in the human miody ^ 
Founded ou self, flows narrow and coulia'd^ 
Enlarges as it rolls, and comprehends 
The social diariUes of Mood and friends^ 
Till smaller streams included, not o'erpass*dy 
It risCvS to our country's love at last, 
And he, with liberal aod eolai^ed mind, 
Who loves his country, cannot hate mankind. 

F. Friend, as you would appear to commos sensei 
Tell me, or think no more of a defence, 
Is it a proof of love by choice to run 
A vagrant from your country? 

P. Can the son, 

(Shame, sbame on all such sons) with mthlew eye, 
And heart more patient than the Hint, stand by ; 
And by some mfiian, from all shame divorc'd, 
All virtue, see his honoured mother forced ! 
Tiirn ; no> by Him that made me, not cv*q tl^^ 
Could I with patience, by the worst of men, 
Behold my coontry plundered, he&^^ar'd, lost 
Beyond redemption, all her jjlories crossed, 
Ev'n when occasion made them ripe, her fame 
Fled like a dream, while she awakes to shame* 

F. Is it not more^the office of a friend. 
The office of a patron, to defend 
Her sinkin*:; state, thaiJ basely to decline 
So great a cause, and in despair resi^^n ? 

P. Beyond my reach, alas ! the grievance Ues, 
And, whilst more able patriots donbt, she dies. 
From a.fooi source, more deep than we suppose, 
Fatally deep and dark, this ^ ievance flows. 
*Tis not that peace our j/lorioiis hopes defeats ; 
'Tis not the voice of Faction in the streets ; 
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'Tb wttti gr<m attack oa SV^edoni made; 

Tis not the ai m of Privilege displayed 

Against the subject, whilst she wears oo sting 

To disappcNDt the purpose of a king : 

These are no ilkf or trifles, if compar'd 

With tliose, which are contnhr'd^tbon^ not declared. 

Tell me, philosopher, is it a crime 
To pry into the secret womb of time, 
Or^ born in ignorance, must we despair 
To reach eventSi and read the future there i 
Why, be it 8o~itill 'tis the right of man, 
Imparted by his Maker, where he can, 
To former times and men his eye to cast, 
And judfi^e of what's to come, by what is past. 

Should there be fonnd^ in some not distant year^ 
(O bow I nvish to be no prophet here!) 
Amongst our British Lords shonid there be found 
Some great in power, in principles unsound; 
Who look on freedom with an evil eye, 
In whom the spriagg of loyalty are dry ; 
Who wish to soar on wild AmlHtion*a wings, 
Who hate the Commons, and who love not Kings ; 
Who would divide the people and the throne. 
To set up separate interests of their own; 
Wlio hate whatever aids their wholesome growth. 
And only joni with, to destroy them both ; 
Should there be tomd such men in aifter-times, 
May Heaven, in mercy to our grievous crimes, 
Allot some milder vengeance, nor to them. 
And to their i^ge, this wretched land condemn I 

Thou God above, on whom all states depend^ 
Who knowest firom the first their rise and end, . 
If there's a day niark'd in the book of fate. 
When ruin niufit involve our equal state i 

VOJL. I. K 
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When law, alasi most be no more, and we» 
To freedom bora, most be no longer free ; 
Let not a mob of tyrants aeiie the helm. 

Nor titled up^^tarts league to rob the realm ; 

Let not, wliatever other ills assail, 

A damued aristocracy prevail : 

If, all too short, our conrse of freedom nm^ 

lis thy good pieainre we should be ondone, 

Let ns, some comfort in our griefs to bring, 

Be slaves to one, and be that one a king! 

F. Poets, accustomed by their trade to feig% 
Oft sabsdtnte creations of the brain 
For real substance, and, themselves deceived. 
Would have the fiction by mankind believ'd* 
Such is your case — but grant, to soothe yonr pride^ 
That you know more than all the world beside. 
Why deal in hints, why make a moment^s donbt? . 
Resolved, and^ Mke a man, at once speak outs 
Show us onr danger, tell us whm it Ues, 
And, to ensure our safety, make ns wise, [stray ; 

jP« Kather than bear the pain of thought, fools 
The proud will rather lose than ask their way ; 
To men of sense what needs it to nnfold,- 
And tell a tale which they mnstknow nnlold i 
In the bad, interest warps the canker'd heart. 
The good are hoodwinked by the tricks of art; 
And whilst arch subtle hypocrites contrive 
To keep the flames of discontent alive ; 
Whilst they, with hearts to honest men unknown. 
Breed doubts between the people and the tbrooe. 
Making us fear, where reason never yet 
> AUow'd one fear, or could one doubt admit. 
Themselves pass unsuspected in disguise. 

And *gainBt our real dan|(er ml onr ejf^. 
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F. Mark them, and let their names reeorded Stand 
On Shame's black roll, and stink through all the land. 

P. That migbtsome courage,bn t no prudence be j 
No hurt to them, and jeopardy to me, 

F. Leave out their names. 

P. For that kind cantion^ thanks ; 

Bot may not jodg^ sometimes fill iip blanks? 

F. Yom* ennntry's laws in doubt then you reject 

P. The laws 1 love, the lawyers I suspect. 
Ainon^^st Twelve Judges may not one found 
(On bare, bare possibility I ground - 
This wholesome doubt) who may enbrge, retrench^ 
Create^ and nncreate, and from the bench, 
With winks, smiles, nods, and such-like paltry arts. 
May work and worm into a jury's hearts? 
Or, baffled there, may, tnrbulent of soul, 
Cramp their high office, and their rights control ; 
Who may, though judge, turn advocate at large, ' 
And deal replies out by the way of charge : 
Making interpretation all the way, 
In spite of fects, h» wicked will obey, 
And, leaving law without the least defence, 
May danm bis cdnscience to approve his sense ? 

F. Whilst, the true guardians of this chartered 
In full and perfect vigour, juries stand, [land^ 
. A judge in vain shall awe, cajole, perplex. 

P. Suppose I should be tried in Middlesex? 

F. To pack a jnry they will never dare. 

P. There's no occasion to pack juries there \ 

2 Supposed by Mr. Tooke to allucle to a recent acquittal 
by the petty jury, of Mr. Philip Carteret Webb, Solicitor 
to the Treasury, against whom au tudicUneiit fur perjury bad 
been l^imd by tbe grand jury for Middlesex. 
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jF* 'GaiDgst prejudice all argaments are weak; 
Reason heraelf without effect most speak. 
Fly then thy coontiy, like a coward ily, 
Renoimce her interest, and her laws defy. 
But why, bewitch'd, to India turn thine eyes? 
Caooot our Europe thy vast wrath suffice? 
Cannot thy misbegotten Mose lay bare 
Her brawny arm, and play the batcher there i 

P. Thy counsel taken, what shonld Satire do ? 
Wliere could she find an object that is new? 
Those travell'd youths, whom tender mothers wean^ 
And send abroad to see, and to be seen ; * 
With whom, lest they shonld fornicate^ or worse, 
A tutor's sent by way of a dry-nurse ; 
Each of whom just enough of spirit bears 
To show our follies, and to bring home theirs. 
Have made all Enrope's vices so well known, 
They seem almost as natural as cor own. 
F» Will India for thy purpose better do ? [new, 
P. In one respect at least — there's something 
F. A liarmless people, in whom Nature speaks 
Free and nntainted, 'mongst whom Satire seeks. 
Bat vainly seeks, so simply plain their hearts, 
One bosom where to lodge her poison*d darts* 
P. From knowledge speak you this, or, doubt on 
doubt 

Weighed and resolv'd, hath Reason found it out? 
Neither from knowledge, nor by reason taiigbt. 
Yon have faith every where, but where yon ought. 

India or Europe — ^what's there in a name ? 
Propensity to vice in both the same, 
Nature, alike in both, works for man*s good, 
Alike in both, by man himself withstood. 
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Nabobsy as veil as those who bant Ibem dowD> 
Deserve a eord mach better than a crowo^ 
And a Mogul can tiiroties as much debase 

As any polish'd prince of Christian race. 

F. Conid you, a task more hard than you suppose^ 
Coidd you, in ridicule whilst Satire glows^ 
Make all their foUiea to the life appear, 
Tis ten to one yon gain no credit here; 
Howe'er well-drawn, the picture, after all, 
Because wc know not the original, 
Would not find favour in the public eye* 

P» That, having your good leave, I mean to try : 
And if yonr observations sterling hold, 
If the piece should be heavy, tame, and cold, 
To make it to the side of Nature lean, 
And, meaning nothing, something seem to mean; 
To make the whole in lively colonra glow, 
To bring before us something that we knoWy 
And from all honest men applause to win, 
Hi group the Company, and put them in. 

jF. Be tiiat ungenerous thought by shame sup- 
pressed. 

Add not distress to those too rnnch distressed. 

Have they not, by blind zeal misled, laid bare . 
Those sores which never might endure tlie air? 
Have they not brought their mysteries so low 
That what the wise suspected not, fools know? 
From their first rise ev'n to the present hour 
Have they not proved their own abuse of powY, 
Made it impossible, if fairly view'd, 
Ever to have that dangerous pow'r renew'd, 
Whilst, unsednc'd by ministers, the throne 
Regards our interest, and knows its own? 
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P. Should evei7 other snbject chance to fail,' 
Those who have gaird, and tbofie who wkh'd to Bail 
In the last fleet, afford an ample fieid. 
Which mast beyond my hopes a faarvest yieid. 

jp. On such vile food Satire can never thrive. 
She cannot starve, if there was only Clive* 
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EnoMH ct AMors— lef theni play the play V, 
And, free from censure, fret, sweat, strut, and stare ; 
Gkirrick abroad % what motives can ens^age 
To waste one couplet on a barren stage? 
Ungrateful Garrick I when theie testy daysi 
In justice to thelhiseives, altow^d thee praise ; 
When, at thy bidding, Sense, for twenty years, 
Indulged in laughter, or dlHsolv'd in teal's; 
When, in return for labour, time, and health. 
The Town had given some little share of wealthy ' 
Coidd'st thou tepine at being still a stave i 
Dar'st thou presume to* enjoy that wealth she |i>ave? 
Could 'st thou repine at laws ordaiu'd by those 
Whom nothing but thy merit made thy foes? - 
Whom, too refin'd for honesty and trade. 
By need made tnidei^en,pridehad bankrapts madei 

* This poem was written in 17(54, on occasion of the con- 
test between the Earls of Hardwicke and S ludwicli. for the 
Higb-stewardsbipof the Univemty of Cambridge. The spirit 
of party ran nncomnioiily high, and no meaiis were led nn* 
^ed» by either caudidnte, u* obtain a majority. The election 
was fixed for the 30th of March, when the votes appe«rin? 
eqnai, a scrutiny was demanded ; whereupon the Vice-Cban- 
cellor adjourned the senate sine die. On appeal to the Lord 
High-Chancellor, be gave n determination in favour of the 
Earl of Hardwicke, and a /nandamua issued accotdlnsiiy. 

s Garrick, in Sept I76.')» in order, it was said, to renovate 
lits popularity, determined upon visiting the continent ; be 
returiierl in April, nC5. Hib first appearance was honoured 
by the iLiug ; and the jojf of the audience waa expressed in 
lioundless piaiidits. 
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Whom fear made dninkards, and, by modern rules. 
Whom drink made wits, though Nature inade them 
foob; 

With such, beyond all imumIod is thy crime^ 
In snch a maimer, nM at soch a time, 

To quit the stage ; but men of real sense. 
Who neither hf^htly give, nor take offence, 
Shall own thee clear, or pass an act of gmce^ 
Sioee thoo hast left a Powell ^ io thy place. 

Enough of Aothofn^^^-why* when ocribbleis fiul^ , 
Must other scribblers spread the hateful tale? 
Why must they pity, why contempt express. 
And why insult a brother in distress? 
Iiet those, who boast the*, uncommon gift of brainy 
The taarel plook, and wear it for their pams : 
Fresli on their brows for ages let it bloom, — 
And, ages past, still flourish round their tomb. 
Let those, who without genius write and write^ ^ 
Versemen or prosemen, all in Nature's spite. 
The pen laid down, then* course of folly run 
In peace ; unread, nnmention^d, be undone. 
Why should I tell, to cross tlie will of Fate, 
That Francis'* once endeavour'd to translate? 
Why, sweet oblivion winding round his head. 
Should I recal poor M nrphy from the dead? 
Why ilftay not Langbome S simple in his lay, 
Eiiusiou on effusion pour away, 

9 Powell \^'as a pupil of (Warrick's, aud, next to bim and 
Barry, ihe most popular performer on tlie stage. He died 
Id nr<9. 

4 The Rev. Pliillp Frtaeis* fisnilster of H<Hracs and De- 
mosthenes : ia spite of ChordnU's soeer, tlie former con- 
ttiiues to be genenilly esteemed. 

^ John Langfaorae, D. D. the translator of Platarch. and 
author of several poems wbich are held in deserved estima- 
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With Friendship, and with Fancy trifle bere^ 
Or sleep in Pastoral at Belvidere? 
Steep let them 911$ vitb Dulness cm her tbroii^ 
Secare from any malice bat their owm 

Enough of Critics — let tliem, if tliey please^ 
Fond of new pomp, each month pass new decrees : 
Wide and extensive be their inlant state, 
Their sutjects maoyi and theae snbjecta great; 
Whilst aH tbeir mandates as somMl law saeceed 
Witti fools who write, and greater fools who read. 
What thou<rh they lay the realms of Genius waste^ 
Fetter the fancy, and debauch the taste ; 
ThoQgli they» like doetorsy to approve their akillt 
Coosolt Dot how to oiret bat how to kill ; 
Though by whim, envy, or resentment led. 
They damn those authors whom they never read ; 
Though, other rules nnknown, one rule they hold^ 
To deal out so much praise for so much gold : 
Thougli Scot with Scot, in damfied dose intrignes^ 
Against the commonw€«dth of letters leagoes? 
Uncensur'd let them pilot at the helm. 
And rule in letters as they rul'd the realm : 
Ours be the curse, tlie mean tame coward's corsOy 
(Nor Gonld ingenioaa Malice make a worset 
To do oar sense, and honoor deep despite) 
To credit what they say, read what they write. 

Enough of Scotland— let her rest in peace ; 
The cause removed % etiiects of course should cease ; 

lion. What Chnrcliill consigned to rldlcnle, were the ' Effii- 
»io))s of Friendship and Fancy,' a senthuealal trifle in prose 
and verse. 

<^ Lord Bute, in Sept. liCu% retired from the omcial adiui« 
nistiatlon of public affatri. 



Digitized by Google 



IfS TUB CANmOAtB. 

Why should I tell^ tiow Tweed, too mighty growil| 
And proudly sweird with waters not hid own. 
Burst o'er his banks, and by destructioo led^ 
0*er our fainl England desolation spread $ 
Whibt/riding^on his wnf^es, AmbitiM pIoin*d| 
Id tenfold pride, the port of Bute assumed, 
Now that the river-god, convinc'd, though late^ 
And yielding, Ihoagh reluctantly, to Fate, 
Holds bis fiidr conrs6> and with more humble tides^ 
In tribute to the sea, as osoal, glides? 

Enough of States, and such like trifling things i 
Enough of kinglings, and enougli of kings ; 
Henceforth, secure, let ambushed statesmen lie. 
Spread the court web, and catch the patriot fly } 
Henceforth < uowhipt of Jostioe,' oMontrora 
By fear or shame, let Vice, secore and bold, 
Lord it with all her sons, whilst Virtue's groan 
Meets with compassion ouly from the throne* 

Enough of Patriots— all I ask of man 
Is only to be honest as he can t 
Some baTe deceived, and some may still deceive ; 
•Tis the fool's curse at random to believe- 
Would those, who, by opinion plac*d on high, 
Stand fair and perfect in their country's eye^ 
Maintain that honour, let me in their ear . 

Hint this essential doctrine Persevere. 

Should they (wliich Heaven foi bid!) to win the grace 
Of some proud courtier, or to gaiu a place, 
Their king and country sell, with endless sliame 
The' avenging Muse shall mark each traitorous mime; 
But ift to honour tnie, they scorn to bend, 
And, proudly honest, hold out to the end, 
Their grateful country shall their fame record, 
And I myself descend to praise a lord. 
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Enough of Wilkes ^ — with good and bontst men 
His actioDft apeak mnch slronger than my pen, 
And fiUnre age^shidl his mtee adore, 
When be cm act and I can write no more. 

England may prove unsfrateful and unjust. 
But fostering France slialt ue*er betray her trust : 
Tis a brave debt which pods on man impose^ 
To pay with praise tlie merit m'n of files. 
When the great warrior ^ of Amilear's race 
Made Rome's wide empire tremble to her base, 
To prove her virtue, though it ^ll'd her pride, . 
Home gave that fame which Cartha!>e had deniedi 

Eooogh of Sel^tbat dariidg lusoionaitheme, * 
O'er which pfallosophera in raptures dream % 
Of which with seeming disregard they write, 
Then prizing most, when most they seem to slight; 
Vain proof of folly tinctured stroniG; with pride! 
What man can from himself himself divide i 
For nie, (nor dare I Ke) my leading aim 
(Conscience first satisfied) is love of tame ; 
Some little fame derived from some brave few, • 
Who, prizing Honour, prize her votaries too. 
Let all (nor shall resentment flush my cheek) 
Who know me well, what tiiej know^ freely speak } 
So those (the greatest curse I meet beldw) 
Who know me not, may not pretend to know. 
Let none of those, who, hless d with parts above 
My feeble genius, still I dare to love. 
Doing more misdnef than a tliousaud foet, * 
Posthnmons nonsense to Uie worid expose, 

Wilkes had withdrawn to Frauce, in coDScqurnce of a 
double prosecutiun iiaiiging over him, for No^4^ of Uie 
North- Brituii, and an Essay on Woman* 
• HanmbaK 
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And call it mine : for mine, thoagh never kiuiwiiy 
Or wbicliy if niioe, I iiviag blush'd to own. 
limm all the world, no greedy beir sball find. 
Die when I will, one eoiiplet left behind 
Let none of those, whom I despise tiiough great^ 
Pretending friendship to give maUce weight, 
Piiblisb niy Ufe$ iel no false sneaking peer 
(Some euch these are> to win the public caf. 
Hand me to shame with some vile aneedole^ 
Nor sonl-gaird bishop damn me with a note* 
Let one poor sprig of bay around my head 
Bloom whilst I Uve, and point me out when dead ; 
Let }t (may Heaven, indolgent, grant that prayV I) 
Be planted on my grave, nor wither there ; 
And when on travel bound, some rhyming gnest 
Roams through the church-yard, whilst bis dinner's 
Let it hold up this comment to his eyes, [dress'd^ 
* Life to the last enjoy'd, Here Churchill lies 
Whilst (O, what joy that pleasing tiattery gives I) 
Beading my works, he erieii — ^ HereOborddll livea»* 

Enough of Satire — in less hardened times 
Great was her force, and miphty were her rhymes* 
I've read of men, beyond man's darmg brave, 
Who yet have trembled at the strokes she gaire ; 
Whose sonls bafe felt more terrible alarms 
From her one line, than from a world in arms i 

' Churchill, before his dratb. destroyed all bis mann* 
scripts, excepting the Dedication to his Sermons, and the 

John Boyle, Earl of Corke and Orsejry, thesnthor of 
' Observations on tbe Life of Swift,' is cited la this plsct 

by Mr. Tooke* 

WartHHTton seems to be the bishop here slloded to. 
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When ID her fiiUbfid md immcirtal pagi 
They saw transmitted down Scorn ^ge to age 
Recorded ▼UiaiDSy and each spotted name 
Branded with marks of everlastiog sliame, 
Succeeding villains sought her as a friend^ 
Andi if not really* mendedi feign'd to mend p 
Boft ui an age, when actions are ailow'd 
Which strike all honoar dead, and crimes avow'd 
Too terrible to suffer the report, 
Avow*d and prais*d by men who stain a court, 
Propp'd by the arm of Power ; when Vice, hig^borny 
Higli-bred» liigh«tation'dt holds reboke in sconi^ 
When she is lost to every thought of iame. 
And, to all virtue dead, is dead to shame : 
When Prudence a much easier task must hold 
To make a new worlds than reform the old ; 
Satire throws by her arrouvs oo the ground^ 
And if she cannot cnre, site will not wonnd* 

Come, Panegyric — though the Muse disdainS| 
Founded on truth, to prostitute her strains 
At the base instance of those men, who bold 
No aignment bnt power, no god bnt gohl i 
Yet, nnndfhl that from Heaven she drew her tnrtb^ 
She scorns the narrow maxims of this earth ; 
Virtuous herself, brings Virtue forth to view. 
And loves to praise, where praise is justly due. 

Come, Panegyrie-*in a former honr^ 
My abul with pleasnre yielding to thy powV, 
Thy shrine I sought, I pray'd — but wanton air, 
Before it reached thy ears, dispersed my pray'rj 
Ev'nat thy altars whilst I tool^ my stand, 
The pen of tmtfa and honom* in my band, 
Fate, meditating wrath 'gainst me and mine, 
Chid my foud zeal, and thwai;ted iny de^ign^ 



Digitized by Google 



142 mm ckmmAn. 

Wliiist, Hayter brought too quickly to his end, 
I lost a subject) and inaokuul a friend. 

Come, PanegjFcic-^-bendbg at thy throne^ 
Tliee aod thy power jny soul is prond to own ; 
Be thoa my kind protector, thoa my guide. 
And lead me safe through passes yet untried* 
Broad is the road, nor difficult to find. 
Which to the house of Sathre leads mankind ; 
Narrow and unfrequented are the ways» 
Scarce found onl in an age, which lead to praise* 

What though no theme I choose of vulgar note^ 
Nor wish to write as brother bards have wrote. 
So mild, so meek in praisiog, that they seem 
Afraid to wake their paeons firom a dream ? 
What tttouf^ a theme I chooBe^ which might demand 
The nicest touches of a master's hand ? 
Yet, if the inward workings of my soul 
Deceive me not^ I shall attain the goal, 
And Bmry shall behold, in triumph rais*d. 
The poet praising, and the patron praised. 

What patron shall I choose ? shall public voice. 
Or private knowledge, influence ray choice ? 
Shall 1 prefer the grand retreat of Stowe 
Or, seeking patriots, to friend Wildman's go i 

' To Wildman's V cried Discretion, (who had 
Close standing at my elbow, every word) [heard, 

Dr. Hayter. Bisbop of Norwich, was translated to the 
See of London in Sept. 1761, and die4 io the month of Jaou* 
ary following. 

13 Then the seat of I«or4 Temple, now of tlie Htrqvls oC 
Bnckiiighatn. Pope gave celebrity to its beaaties hi his 

Moral Essays. 

The minority, with the late Dnkeof Devonshire at their 
head, established a society at a tavern in Albemarle Street, 
kept by oae Wttdman^a brother4u-law uf Horne Tooke ; but 
nie issodlilion mis of sboH coatbtaance* 
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* To Wildman's ! art thou mad ? canst thou be sure 
One moment there to have thy head secured 
Are diey not all (let obaerfatiou tell) 
All marked in obaractero aa black as hell, 
In Dooms-day book, by ministers set down. 
Who style their pride the honour of the crown? 
Make no reply — ^let reason stand aloof ^ 
nresimiptions Iteremtist imsa as solemn proof. 
That setfledfeifli, that love which ever springs 
In the best subjects, for the best of kings, 
Must not be measured now, by what men think. 
Or say, or do— ^^by what they eat and drink ; 
Where and with whom, that question*s to be tried^ 
And statesmen are the judges to decide ; 
No juries call'd, or, if call'd, kept in awe; 
They, facts confessed, in themselves vest the law. 
Each dish at Wildman's of sedition smacks ; 
Blasphemy may be gospel at Almack's ' ^ [vain ; 

Peace, good Discretion ; p«ace-^tby fears are 
Ne*er will I herd vrith Wildman's ftctions train ; 
Never the vengeance of the great incur. 
Nor, without miglit, against the mighty stir. 
If, from long proof, my temper you distrust, 
Weigh my profeaoon, to my gown be just ; 
Dost tboin one parson know so void of grace 
To pay his court to pati oiis out of place? 

If still you doubt, (though scarce a doubt remains) 
Search through my alter'd heart, and try my reins ; 
There, searching, lind, nor deem me now in sport, 
A convert made by Sandwich to the conrt'\ 

" Almack kept the Tliatched-lionse Tavern, and was of 
fashionable note for the splendour of the subscription assem- • 
bJies beld at bis rooms in Ring Street, St. James's. 

i> John Montague, Earl of Snnilwich.iras l>i i76.'i appoint, 
ed one of the Secretaries of State. He was aftcrwi^nls mart 
ll|llL€d Of as Flnt of the Aflmifalty. 
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Ij&t madmen follow mor to the end, 

I, of mialBkcs cont inc'd, and prmd to meody 

Strive to act better, being better tangbt. 

Nor blush to own that change wbieh reason wrought : 

For such a change as this, must Justice speak ; 
My heart was honest, but my head was weak. 

Bigot to no one man, or set of metf, 
Without one leifiah Tiew> I dreiw my pen, * 
My country ask'd, or seemed* to ask, my aid. 
Obedient to that call I left off trade; 
A side I chose, and on that side was strong, 
Till time hath £aariy prov'd me in the wrong : 
Convinc'd I ehange, (can any nian,do«iore r) 
And bare not greater patriots ehang'd before i 
Chang^'d, I at once (can any roan do less P) 
Without a single blush, that change confess 
Confess it with a manly kind of pride, 
And quit the losing for the winning mde. 
Chanting, wbikt virtuoua Sandnidch holds tfae reio. 
What Bute for ages might have sought in vain. 

Hail, Sandwich — nor shall Wilkes resentment 
Hearing the praises of so brave a foe — [show^ 
Haily Saadwich-HMMT, tbrou|^ pride, sbalt thou re« 
The gratefol tribate of so mean a Moae*^ [iiise 
Sandwich, all hail— when Bute with foreign hand, 
Grown wanton with ambition, scourg'd the land ; 
WhenScotS) or slaves to ScotsmentSteer'd the helm ; 
When peace, uiglorioua peacci disgrace .the realms 
Distrust, and general discontent prevmi'd ; 
But when, (he best knows why) his spirits fail'd ; 

17 The Earl of Sandwich aud the Earl of March, since Dnke 
of Qaeensbury, supported the charges brought auaiirst Mr. 
WilkeS) aa the author of several libel& published contra bonos 



Wiicn, with a sndden panic struck, he fled, 
Sneak'd ont of pawer^ and hid his recreant head^ ' 
Wheo, Uke a Mars, (fear order'd to retreat) 
MTe saw thee vmMf vault into his seat^ 
Into tlic seat of power, at one bold leap, 
A perfect connoisseur in statesmanship ; 
Wlien, hke another Machiavel, we saw 
Tby fingeia twuliiig, and untwisting laW| 
Straining, where godliftce Reason bade, and where 
She warranted thy mercy, pleas'd to spare ; 
Saw thee resolv'd, and fix*d (come what,come miglit) 
To do thy God, thy king, thy country, right ; 
All thinfB were chang'd, suspense remained no more, ' 
Certainty reign'd where doubt had reign'd before; 
All felt thy yirtues, and all knew dieir use, - 
What virtues such as thine must needs produce. 

Thy foe* (for honour ever meets with foes) 
Too mean to pi^e, too fearful to opposOy 
In sullen silence sit ; thy friends (some few. 
Who, friends to thee, are friends to honour too) ^ 
Plaud thy brave bearing, and the Commonweal 
Expects her safety from thy stubborn zeal. 
A place amongst the rest tlie Muses claim, 
' And bring this fi^o-will o&ring to thy fame f 
To pro?e ^eir wtne, make thy wtoes known>* 
And, holding up thy ^me, secure their own. 

From his youth upwards to the present day. 
When vices^moce than years, have mark'd him gray ; 
When riotous excess, with wasteful hand, 
Shakes Ufe^ frail glaiM^and hastes each ebbing sand> 
Unmindful from what stock he drew his birth^ 
Untainted with one deed of real worth, 
Lothario, holding honour at no price, 
Folly to folly added, vice to vice i 
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Wrought sin with greediness, aiid sought for shame 
With greater zeal than good men seek for fame. 

Where (reason left witbout the least defence) 
Langhter was mirtfi, obstteDity was sense: 
Where Impudenee fnade Deeency snbnMt; 
Where noise was humour, and where whim was wit 
Where nide untemper'd licence had the merit 
Of Hbertyi and lunacy was spirit; 
Where Ae best things were ever JieM the mmtf 
Lothario was, wtllt jnstiee, elwayafirsi* 

To whip a top, to knuckle down at taw^ 
To swiug upon a gate, to ride a straw. 
To play at push-pin witli dull brother peers* 
To belch out catches in a porter's ears, 
To reign the monarch of a midiiigbt eeU, 
To be the gaping ehainnaiils oracle ; 
Whilst, in most blessed union, rogue and whore 
Clap hands, huzza, and hiccup out-— encore ^ 
Whilst grey Authority, who slumbers there 
In robes of watchman's fiir, i^ves np hia chair } 
With midnight bowl to bay the' affrighted moon, 
To walk with torches through the streets at noon | 
To force plain Nature from her usual way. 
Each night a vigil> ^nd a blank each ctay ; 
To match for speed one feather ^grimk anotber. 
To make one leg nro races witti his brother ; 
'Gainst all the rest to take the northern wind, 
Bute to ride first, and he to ride behind; 
To coin newfimgied wagers, and to' Uny ^^m. 
Laying to lo8e» and losing Ml to pay 'em ; 
Lothario, on that stock which Natfire gives, 
M'ithout a rival stands^ though March yet lives. 

Luid March, the present PiccaOlliy Ouke. 
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When FoU^, tii«t name, in Aity boimd, 
Let Bnbject niyraid» kneef , and kiss the ground, 
Whilst they who in the presence npright stand 
Are held as rebels through the loyal land) 
Queen every M^here, but most a queen in conrtSi 
Sent forth her hefalds, and proclaini'd her sports ; 
Bade fool wtOt ftiol on her buhsSf engage, 
And prove her right to reign from age to age, 
Lothario, great above the common size, 
With all engaged, and won from all the priae ; 
Her cap he wears, ivhich from his yonth he worCf 
And every dagr deserves It more and more. 

Nor in such hmits rests his soul confin'd ; 
Folly may share, but can't engross his mind ; 
Vice, bold, substantial Vice, puts in her claim, 
And stamps him perfect in the books of shame. 
Observe his Mlies'WBll, and you would swear 
Folly had been his tirst, his only care ; 
Observe his vices, you'll that oath disown, 
And swear that he was born for vice alone. 

Is the soft nature of some hapless nurid^ 
Fond, easy* Ml of fiutli, to be betrayed? 
Mnst she, to virtue lost, be lost to tame, 
And he who wrought her guilt declare her shame ? 
Is some brave friend, who, (men but little known) 
Deems every heart as honest as his own. 
And, freie Uttsel^ in others ieare no gune. 
To be ensnar'd, andmin'd with a smile ? 
Is law to be perverted from her course ? 
Is abject fi-aud to league with brutal force f 
Is freedom to be crusb'd, and ^^eiy son 
Who docrnndslain her eame, to be undone? 
Is base eorraplim^ creeping through the land, 
To plan, and work her ruin, underhand, 
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With regular approaches, sure, though dow? 
Or most slie peridi by a single blow i 
Are kings, who trast to servants, and depend 
In servants (fond, vain tbonghtf) to find a fiieodi 

To be abus'd, and made to draw their breath ^ 
In darkness thicker than the sliades of death ? 
Is God*s most holy name to be profan'd, 
Hift word n;|ected, and his laws arraign'd. 
His servants seom'd, as men who idly dream'dy 
His service langh'd at, and his Son blasphem'd! 
Are debauchees in morals to preside ? 
Is Faith to take an Atheist for her guide? • 
Is Science by a blockhead to be led ? 
Are states to totter on a dmnkard's bead ? 
To answer all these purposes, and more, 
More black than ever villain plan'd before, 
Search earth, search hell, the devil cannot find 
An agent, like Lothario, to bis mind. 

Is this nobility, which, sprung from kings. 
Was meant to swell the power from whence it 
springs? 

1$ this the glorious produce, this the fruit, 
Wliich Nature bop*d for from so rich a root? 
Were there but two, (search all tiie workLaroond) 
Were tliere but two such nobles to be found, 
The very name would sink into a term 
Of scorn, and man would rather be a worm 
Than be a lord : but Nature, fall of grace^ 
Nor meaning bhrth and titles to be base, 
Made only one, and, having made hbn, swore, 
In mercy to mankind, to make no more ; 
Nor stop'd she there, but, like a generous friend, 
The ills which error caused, she strove to mend, 
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And having brought Lothario forth to view^ 
To save her credit, blrooght forth 8andwldi too. 

Oodii what joy, vAuit honest joy of hearty 
Blant as I am^ and void of every art, 
Of every art which great ones in the state 
Practise on knaves they fear, and fools they bate^ 
To titles with rehictaDce Imght to bend. 
Nor prone to think that vtrtnea can descend^ 
Do I behold (a sight, alas ! more rare 
Than honesty could wish) the noble wear 
His father's honours, when liis life makes known 
They're bis by virtue, not by bhrth alone ; 
When he retab his fisher fkom flie grave. 
And pays with interest back that faine he gave : 
Cur'd of her splenetic and sullen fits, 
To such a peer my willing soul submits, 
And to such virtue is move proud to yield 
Than 'gainst ten titled rogues to keep the field. 
Snch, (for that troth ev'n envy shall allew) 
Such Wyndham vms, and such is Sandwich now. 

O gentle Montague, in blessed hour 
Didst thou start up, and climb the stairs of pow'r ; 
Engbind of all her fears at once was eas*dy 
Nor, 'mongst her many foes, was one displeased : 
France heard the news, and told it cousin Spain } 
Spain heard, and told it cousin France again ; 
The Hollander relinquish'd bis design 
Of adding spice to spice, and mine to mine ; 
Of Indian villanies he thought no more^ 
Content to rob ns on our native shore : 

19 Charles Wyiidham, i:arl of Egretnont, joint Secretary 
of State with Lord Halifi^x, aud ton of the celebrated Sir 
William Wyndhain. He died In Aug, 1763 ; and was sao- 
imM is his office by tbe latl of Sandwi^li* 
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Aw*d by thy fiune, (which winds with open mouth 
Shall btow from least to west, from norib to soutb) 
The westers world staftU yield a* her iniHreaaey 
And ber wild sons be so&n'd into peace ; 
Rich eastern monarchs shall exhaust their stores, 
And pour uDbounded wealth on Albion's shores ; 
Unbounded wealthywhicb from tbofiegoldenaceoeSi 
And all acqoir'd by honourable means, 
Some hononmble chief shall hither steer. 
To pay our debts, and sec the nation clear. 

Nabobs themselves, allnr*d by thy renowD| 
Shall pay due homage to the Engliah crown ^ 
Shall freely as their king onr king recetve~ 
Providedi the Directors give tb^ leare. 

Union at home shall mark each rismg year, 
Nor taxes be complained of, though severe ; 
Envy her own destroyer shall become, 
And taction with her Ihonsand montlis be dwnb: 
With the dieek man ti^ meekness shall prevail^ 
Nor with the spirited ttiy spirit fini: 
Some to tiiy force oHeason shall submit. 
And some be converts to thy princely wit : 
{Reverence for thee shall still a nalion's cries^ 
A grand concurrence crown a gitad eauaise : 
And anbelievers of the first degree. 
Who have no faith in God, have faith m thee. 

When a strange jumble, whimsical and vain^ 
Possessed the region of each heated brain ; 
When some were foob to censore, some to pfaise^ 
And all were mad, bat mad in diflferent ways $ 
When commonwealthsmen, starting at the shade 
Which in their own wild fancy had been made, 
Of tyrants dreamed who wore a thorny crown. 
And with state hloodhoondahnnled freedom down 
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When others, struck with fancies not less vain. 
Saw migbtSF kings by Ibeir own sabjectff slaiyi. 
And, in each friend of liberty and tew, 
With horror big, a future Cromwell saw. 
Thy manly zeal stept forth, bade discord cease, 
And sung each jarring atom into peace : 
Liberty, cheer'd by thy alt^cheenng eye^ 
Shally waking from her trance, live^ml not die ; 
And, patroniz'd by thee, Prerogative 
Shall, stridino^ forth at large, not die, bnt live ; 
Whilst Privilege, hung betwixt earth and sky, 
Shall not well know whether to live or die. 

When on a rock wltich overhang the flood, * 
And seem'd to totter. Commerce shivering stnod; 
When Credit, buildini? on a sandy shore, 
Saw the sea swell, and heard the tempest roar^ 
Heard death in every blast, and in eaoh.wave 
Or saw, or ikncied that she saw, her graven 
When propei-ty, transferHi from hand to hand. 
Weakened by change, crawlM sickly through the 
When mutual confidence was at an end, [land ; 
And man no longer could on man depend ; 
Oppressed wMi debtsof more thancommon wrig^t, 
When alt men ^r*d a bankruptcy of slate ; 
When, certain death to honour, and to trade, 
A sponge was talked of as our only aid; 
That to be sav'd we must be more undone. 
And pay off aU onr debte, by paying none ; 
Like £ngkmd^ better genius, born to bless. 
And snatch his sinking country from distress. 
Didst thou step forth, and, without sail or oar, 
Biiot the shattered vessel safe to shore : « 
Nor Shalt thoQ quit, till, anchor'd firm and fast. 
She ndea seonre, and mocks the threatening blast 
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Born in thy house, and in thy seWiee bred^ 
Niirs*d in tby anus, and at thy table fed. 
By thy sage ceosseb to reflectbn bron^it. 
Yet more by pattern tfaaii by precept taught^ 
Economy her needful aid shall Join, 
To forward and complete thy grand design. 
And, warm to save, but yet with spirit wanUy 
Shall her own oendnetfrom tby 
Let friends of prodigab say what they will, 
SpeudtUrifts at home, abroad are spendthritls stilL 
In vain iiave sly and subtle sophists tried 
Private tVom public justice to divide^ 
For credit on each other tbey rely« 
Tbey live together, and together die, 
'Gainst all experience 'tis a rank offence. 
High treason in the eye of common-sense, 
To think a statesman ever can be known 
To pay onr debts, who will not pay his own : 
But nowy thongh tate, now may we hope to sea 
Our debts discbarg'd, our credit fair and free. 
Since rigid Honesty, (fair fall that hour !) 
Sits at the helm, and Sandwich is in pow*«^ 
, With what delight I view thee, wondrous man^ 
With what dalight anrvey thy aterliog plan. 
That plan whidh all vrith wonder most beholdi 
And stamp thy age the only age of golJ. 

Nor rest thy triumphs here — that Discord fled. 
And sougiit with grief, the beli where she was bred| 
That Faetion, 'gainst her natnre forc*d to yields 
Saw her mde rabble scattered o'er the field, 
Saw her best friends a standing jest become, 
Her fools tum*d speakers, and her wits struck dumb ^ 
That our most bitter foes (so nuich depends 

On mn of mme) are tam*d to ewdial fiieiKb i 
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That our, offended friends (sueli terror flows 
From men of name) dare not appear our foes ; 

That Credit, gasping in the jaws of death. 
And ready to expire with every breath, 
Grows stronger trom disease ; that tboa hast sav'd 
Thy drooping country ; that thy name, engrav'd 
On plates of brass^ deies the rage of time ; 
Than plates of brass more firm, that sacred rhyme 
Embalms thy memory, bids thy glories live, 
And gives thee what the Muse aione can give^% 
These heights of virtoey these rewards of fame^ 
With diee in common ottier patriots olaim. 

But, that poor sickly Science, who had laid 
And droop'd for years beneath neglect's cold shade^ 
By those who knew her purposely forgot, 
And made the jest of those who knew her not: 
Whilst Ignorance, in power and pamper'd pride, 
* Clad like a priest, pass'd by on t'other side 
Recover'd from lier wretched state, at length 
Pats on new health,and clothes herself with strength^ 
To thee we owe ; and to thy frieudiy hand 
Which raised, and gave her to possess Ifae land : 
This praise, tbongfa in a codrt, and near a throne^ 
This praise is thine, and thine, alas ! alone. 

With what fond rapture did the goddess smile. 
What blessings doth she promise to this isle^ 
What hononr to herself, and length of reign. 
Soon as she heard, that then didst not disdain 
To be her steward ; bnt what grief, what shame, 
What rage, what disappointment, shook her frame, 
When her proud children dar'd her will dispute, 
When yooth was insolent, and age was mute! 

That young men should be fools, and some wild 
Tp wisdQm cteaf^ Jbe deaf to inter^t tpo, [few 
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Mov'd Dot her wonder ; but that men, grown grey 
In search of ivisdom ; men who oixrn'd the sway 
Of reason ; men who stnbbomly kept down 

Eiicb rising passion ; men who wore the gown ; 
That they should cross her will, that they should 
Against tiie cause of Interest to declare; [dare 
That they sbontd -be so abject and unwise^ 

' Having no iear of loss before their eyes, 
Nor hopes of gain; scorning the ready means 
Of being vicars, rectors, canons, deans. 
With ail those honours which on mitres waity 
And nmrk the virtaons favonrites of slate ; 
That they should dare a fiardwicke to support, 
And talk, within the hearing of a court, 
Of that vile beggar Conscience, who, undone, 
And starved herself, starves every wretched son ; 
This tom'd her biood to gaU| this made her swear 
No more to throw away Ker time and care 
On wayward sons who scom'd her love, no more 

• To hold her coorts on Cam's ungratefiil shore. 
Rather than bear such insults, which disgrace 
Her royalty of natnrei birth, and place, 
Though Dobiem there nnrivall'd state doft keep, 
WouM she at Winehester with Bnrton ^ deep ; 
Or, to exchange the mortifying scene ' 
For something stiU more dull, and still more mean^ 
Bather than bear such insults, she would fly 
Far^ fiur beyond the search of Enj^ish eye^ 
And reign amongst the Scots ; to be a qneen 
Is worth ambition, though in Aberdeen, 
O, stay thy flight, fair Science ; what though some. 
Some base-bom children^ rebels are become? 

^ Or. Bartoa was Mdnnaiter eT Winchester schooK 
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All are not rebels ; scnm are duteons stilly 
Atteiid thy precepts, and obey thy mil ; 
Thy interest is oppos'd by those alone 
Who either know not, or oppose their own. 

Of stubborn virtue, marching to thy aid^ 
Behold in black, the livery of their trade, 
BSanhalI'd. by Fomiy and by Discretion led, 
A grave grave ^oop, and Smith is at their head. 
Black Smith" of Trinity ; on Christian ground 
For faith in mysteiies none more renowned. 

Next, (for the best of causes now and then 
Most b^ assistance from the wcfst of men) 
Next (if old Story liea not) sprung from Greece, 
Comes Pandai'us, but comes without his niece : 
Her, wretched maid ! committed to his trust. 
To a rank letcher's coarse and bloated lust 
The arcli, oM, hoary Iq^erite had sold, 
And thought himself and her well danm^d for gold* 
Bat (to wipe off such traces from tlie mind, 
And make us in good humour with mankind) 
Leading on men, who, in a college bred. 
No woman knew, but those whicb made their bed f 
Who planted virgins on Corn's virtnous shore. 
Continued still male-virgins at threescore. 
Comes Sumner wise, and chaste as chaste can be. 
With Long^^, as wise, and not less chaste than he* 

Are there not friends, too, entered in thy caase^ 
Who^ for thy sake, defying penal laws, 

<i Dr. Smith, Master of Trlailar College, Cambridge. Be 
died la 1768^ hi the 79lh year of his age. 

^ The Rev. Dr. 8nmner,Vl€e*Gbancellor of the university 
of C ambridge. 

^ Kt)ger Loirg, D. D. Master of Pembroke Hall, Cam- 
bridge, and Professor of Astronomy iu thatuuivertiKy. Ue 
died in nio, al the advanced age of 9t. 
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Were, to support thy honourable plan, 
SmogKledfrom Jersey and the Isle of Mao? 
Are there not Pbilomaths of high degree 
Who, always dumb before^ shall apeak for tbee? 
Are there not Proctors, faithful to thy will, 
One of full growth, others in embryo still. 
Who may, perhaps, in some tea years or more^ 
Be ascertain'd thai two and two make foar^ 
Or may a still more happy method find. 
And, taking one from two, leave none behind ? 

With such a mighty power on foot, to yield 
Were death to manhood ; better in the field - 
To leave our carcasses, and die with fame. 
Than fly» and purchase life on terms of simmew 
Sackvilles alone anticipate defeat, 
And ere tliey dare the battle, sound retreat* 

But if persuasions ineffectual prove, 
If arguments are vain, nor prayers can move^ 
Yet in thy bitterness of frantic woe 
Why talk, of Barton i why to Scotland go i 
Is there not Oxford, she, with open arms. 
Shall meet thy wish, and yield up all her cbanns: 
Shall for thy love her former loves resign. 
And jilt the banish'd StnarH to be thine. 

' Bow'd to the yoke, and, soon as she conM lead^ 
' Tutor d to get, by heart, the despot's creed. 
She, of subjection proud, shall knee thy throne. 
And have no principles but tbine alone , - 
She shall thy will impUcitly receive, 
Nor act, nor speak, nor tbink, without tiiy leave* 
Where is the glory of imperial sway 
If subjects none but just commands obey? 
Then, and then only, is obedience seen, 

Whefk bf commnad they dare do %U tk^'i meaq; 
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Hither then wiog thy flight, here fix thy staady 
Nor firil to biing thy Sandwich in thy lumd* 

Gods, with irtiat joy, (ferfiincy now supplies, 
And lays the fnture open to my eyes) 
Gods, with what joy I see the worthies meet, 
And brother Litchfiield ^'^ brother Sandwich greet! 
Ble8s*d be yoargreetingSi blessed each dear embrace^ 
Bless'd to yottiielvesy and to the human race. 
Sickening at virtues, which she cannot reacii^ 
Which seem her baser nature to impeach. 
Let Elnvy, in a whirlwind's bosom hurl*d, 
Outrageous, search the comers of the world, 
Ransaclc the present times, look back to past, 
Rip up the future, and confess at last, 
No times, past, present, or to come, could e'er 
Prodnce, and bless the world with such a pair. 

Phillips the good old Phillips, out of breath 
Escap'd from Monmouth, and escap'd from deatb^ 
Shall hail his Sandwich, with that virtnons ced. 
That glorious ardour for the commonweal, 
Which warm'd his loyal heart and bless'd his tongnOi 
When on his lips the cause of rebels bung. 
Whilst Womanhood, in habit of a nun, 
At Medenham ^ lies, by backward monks undone; 
A nation's reckoning, like an alehouse score, 
Whilst Paul, the aged, chalks behind a door, 

The last Barl of Litchfield succeeded the Earl of West- 
morland, as Chancellor of the university of Oxford, in 1162. 

^ Sir John Phillips, a barrister and active member of the 
Honse of Commons. 

^ Medenham* or, is It was commonly called, Mednam 
Abbey, was a large house on the banks of the Thames, near 
Mariow in Bucks. It was formerly a convent of Cistertiau 
monks. Sir Francis Dashwood, Sir Thomas Stapletoa, J*aul 
Whitehead, Mr. Wilkes, and other choice spirits, to the 

uuaiber of twelve, rented the abbey, and oflea rsttred theie 
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CompelPd to hire a ibe to cast it npf 
Dadiwood slmll poor, from a commmiion^up^ 

Libations to the goddess vvithont eyes, 
And hob or nob in cider and excise. 

From those deep shades, where Vanity, unknown^ 
Doth penance for her prid^ and pines alone ; 
Cnra^d m hetaeif, by her own thoiq;ht8 midonei 
Where she sees all, but can be seen by none ; 
Where she, no longer mistress of the schools, 
Hears praise ioud pealing from the months of foolSj 
Or hears it at a distance^ in despair 
To join the crowd, and pnt in ibr a sfaaroy 
Twisting each thought a flionsand cHflerent ways, 
For his new friends new-modelling old praise^ 
Where frugal sense so very tine is spnn, 
It serves twelve hours, though not enough for one^ 
King ^7 arise, and, bnraliaf fiom the dead^ 
Slmfl htirrl Ms piebaM Latin at thy head. 

Burton (whilst awkward affectation hung 
In quaint and labour'd accents on his ton<^ne, 
Who 'gfunat tfa^r will makes junior btocktieads 
speak, 

Ignorant of both, new and new Oreek, 

Not such as was in Greece and Latium known. 
But of a modem cut, aud ail his own; 

to hold their licentious revcIUng^s. Among other amuse- 
'roents they bad .sometimes a mock celebration of the mid- 

iii^ht orgies of FUgan worship, and occasionally of tiie rites 
<if the reliijious orders anions Ibe Roman Catholics ; of ilie 
Fnuiciscaiis in particular, for ilie gentlemen had n tiiat 
title from tlieir founder, Sir Francis. Paul, the aged, was 
secretary aud steward to the order. 

«7 Dr. WllUam King, Principal of 8t. Mary^s Hall, who 
died at an advanced age In 1764. The compositloQ of bis 
Hadclitfe harangne opened an aminte field of controreny to 
the critics. 

^ Seep. ld4,note. 
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Who threads, like beads, loose thoughts od such a 
8truig> 

They're praise and cemore ^ neflng, eveiy thing ; 
Pantomhne thoughts, md style so ifall of tricky 

They even make a Merry Andrew sick ; 
Thoughts all so dull, so pliant in their growth. 
They're verse, they're prose, they're neither, and 

they're both) 
Shall (though by nature ever loth to praise) 
Thy curious worth set forth in curious phrase ; 
Obsenrely stiff, shall press poor Sense to death, 
Or in long periods run her out of breath ; 
Shall make a babe, for which, with all bis fame, 
Adam could not have found a proper name. 
Whilst, beating out bis features to a Jttoiie, 
He lui^s the bastard brat, and calls it Style. 

Hush'd be all nature as the land of death ; 
Let each stream sleep,aod each wind hold his breatii ; 
Be the bells muffled, nor one sound of care* 
Pressing for audirace, wake the sinmbefinfr air ^ 
Browne^^'omes— behold how cautiously he creeps- 
How slow he walks, and yet how fast he sleeps— 
But to thy praise in sleep he shall agree ; « 
He cannot wake, but he shall dream of thee* 

Physic, her head with opiate poppies crowfeTd, 
Her loins by the chaste matron Cainphire bound i 
Physic, obtaining succour from the pen 
Of her soft sou, her gentle Heberden 
If there are men who can tby virtue know. 
Yet spite of virtue treat fliee as a lbe» 

^ Dr. Browne, was Lord Litchfield's Vice-chaQcelior of the 
vntversity of Oxford. 

^ William Heberden. H. D; the most sldlfiil and smiibit 
of pbjslciaDs ; be dM hi^ iaoi|ln the^UI year of hii $g% 
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Shall, like a scholar, stop their rebel breatli^ 
And in each recipe send classic death. 

So deep id knowledge, that lines can sound 
And plumb the bottom of the vast profbnnd^ 
Few grave ones with such gravity can think. 
Or follow half so fast as he can sink; 
With nice ilisiiiictious glossing o'er the text, 
Obscure witli meamngy and in words perplex'dy 
With subtleties on subtleties refined. 
Meant to divide and subdivide the mind. 
Keeping the forwardness of youth in awe, 
The scowling Biackstone bears the train of law* 

Divinity, enrob'd in college fur, 
In her right hand a new Court Kalendar, 
Bound lUce a book of prayer, tliy coming waits 
With all her pack, to hymn thee in the ^ate^. \ 

Loyalty, fix*d on Isis' altered shore, 
A stitinger long, but stranger now no more. 
Shall pitch her tabemadei and with eyes 
Brim-fuU of rapture, view her new allies; 
Shall, with much pleasure and more wonder, view * 
Men great at court, and great at Oxfcnd too. 

O sacred Loyalty ! accursed be those 
Who, seeming friends, turn out thy deadliest foes i 
Who prostitute to kings tiiy honour'd name. 
And soothe their passions to betray their fame ; 
Nor prais*d be those, to whose proud nature clings 
Contempt of government, and hate of kings} 
Who, willmg to be free, not knowing how> 
A strange intemperance of seal avow, 
And start at Loyalty, as at a word 
Which without danger freedom never heard. 

Sir Willtokn BlackstoM, VInerian riofeisor of Civil 
Law, and Piiucipal of New-Ina HaU. 
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Vain errors of vain nieiH-^wild both extremej^ 
And to the state not wfaolesome, like the dreamt 
(Children of night, of indigestion bred) 
Which, reason clouded, sei2e and tnm the head; 
Loyalty without Freedom, is a chain 
Which men of liberal notice can*t snstaini 
And Freedomiridiont Loyalty, a name 
Which nothing means, or means licentioas shame* 

Thine be the art, my Sandwich^ thine the toil^ 
In Oxford's stubborn and untoward soil 
To rear this plant of anion, till at length. 
Rooted by time, and fostered into stiength^ 
Shooting aloft, M dangers It defies, 
And proudly lifts its branches to the skies; 
Whikt, Wisdom^ happy son, but not her slare. 
Gay with the gay, and with the grave ones grave, 
Free from the 4doll impertinence of Ihonght, 
Itoneadi that shade which thy own labonrwrough^ 
And fashion'd into strength, shalt thou repose> 
Secure of liberal praise, since Isis flows 
True to her Thame, a3 duty hath decreed, 
Nor longer, Uke a harlot, lusts for Tweed i 
And those old wreaths, which Oxford once dat*d 
twme 

To grace a Stuart brow, she plants on thine. 
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SuMB of my fiiends, (for friends I niiiat suppose 
Ally who, not daring to appear ray foes. 
Feign great good- will, and, not more full of spite 
Thao full of crafty under taJ^e colours figlit) 
Some ei my friendst (so lavishly I print) 
As * more io so«tow than in anger/ hint 
(Though that indeed will scarce admit a doubt) 
That i shall run my stock of genius out. 
My no great stock; and, publishing so fast, 
Must needs become a bankrupt at the last. 

< The bosbandman, to spare a thantfnl soil^ 
Which, rich in disposition, pays bis toil 

More than a hundredfold, which swells his store 
Ev'n to his wish, and makes his barns run o'er. 
By long experience taught, who teaches best^ 
Foregoes his hopes awhilei, and gives it rest : 
The land, allovr'd its, losses to repair, 
Refreshed, and full in strength, delights to wear 
A second youth, and to the farmer's eyes 
Bids richer crops, and double harvests rise. 

< Nor think this practice to the earth confin'd^ 
It reaches to the cnltnre of the mind. 

The mind of man craves rest, and cannot bear, 
Though next io power to God's, continual care. 
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Geuitis himself (nor here let geoias frown) 
Mii8t, to ensure his vigoar, be laid down. 
And ftUow'd well : bad Chuiehill known bnt Hds^ 
Which the most slight observer scarce could miss^ 
He might have flourished twenty years, or more. 
Though now, alas ! poor man! worn out in four.' 

Recovered from the vanity of youtb^ 
I feely alas i this melancholy truth : 
' Thanks to eadi cordiait each advising friend, 
And am, if not too late, resolv'd to mend* 
Resolv'd to give some respite to my pen, 
Apply myself once moiie to books and men. 
View what is presenti wtmt is past remw, 
And, my oM stock esihiasted, lay in new. 
For twice six moons, (let winds, turn'd porters, bear 
This oath to Heaven) for twice six moons, I swear 
No Muse shall tempt me with her siren lay, 
Nor draw me-from improvements thorny way. 
Vetse I abjure, nor will forgive that friend 
Who, in my hearing, shall a rhyme commend* 

It cannot be whether I vwU, or no, 

Sneb as they are, my thoughts in measure flow* 
Convinced, determin'd, I in prose begin, 
Bnt ere I write one sentence, verse creeps in, 
And taints me through and through ^ by this good 
iight, 

In verse I talk by day, I dream by night ! 
If now and then I euise, my curses chime. 
Nor can I pray, unless I pray in rhyme* 
Ev'n now 1 err, iu spite of common sense, 
And my confession doubles my offence. 
Rest then, my friends ;-T-spare, spare your pre« 
cious breath. 
And be your siumbeia not less sound than death t 
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Perturbed spirits rest, nor thus appear 
To waste your counsels in a spendthrift's ear ; 
On your grave lessons I cannot subsist. 
Nor 6v*D in verse become economist. 
Rest then, my fnendSy nor hatefol to my eyes. 
Let Envy, in the shape of Pity, rise 
^ To blast me ere my time ; with patience wai^ 
('TIS no long interval) propitious Fate 
Shall glot your pride^ and every son of phlegm 
Find ample room to censore and'condemn. 
Read some three hundred lines, (no easy task. 
But probably the last that I shall ask ') 
And i^ve me up for ever i wait one hour, 
Nay not so much revenge is in year pow'r, 
And ye may cry, ere Hme hath tom'd his f^asi^ 
< Lo ! what we prophesied is come to pass.* 

Let those, who poetry in poems claim, 
Or not read this, or only read to blame ; 
Let those who are by fiction^s charms enslav^dy 
Return me thanks for half-a-crown well sav^d > 
Let those who love a little gall in rfajrme 
Postpone their purchase now, and call next time | 
Let those who void of nature, look for art, 
TUce.np their mottey» and in peace depart 3 
Let those who, energy of diction piiae, 
For Billinsgate quit Flexney % and be wise s 
Here is no lie, no gall, no art, no force. 
Mean are the words, and such as come of course j 
The sntyect no less simple than the lay ; 
A plauii unlabonr'd Joninqr of a day. 

• 

1 The author had |)ald the debt of naUire before this poem 

was priuted. 

> Tlie orishisl pobliahcr of GbarciOU's poems. 
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Par from me m>w be every ttmefbl maidi 
1 neither ask, nor ean receive tlirir aid. 

Pegasus turned ioto a conimoD hack. 
Along I jog, and keep the beaten track, 
Nor would I have the Sisters of the hill 
Behold their bard in snch a diihalMUe# 
Absent, bnt only absent for a time. 
Let them caress some dearer son of rhyme; 
Let them, as far as decency permits, 
Without suspicion, play the fool with mis, . 
^Gainst fools be guarded $ 'tis a certain mie 
Wits are safe thiugs ; tliere's danger in a finri* 

Let them, though modest, Gray more modest woo; 
Let them with Mason bleat, and bray, and coo ; 
Let them with Francklin, proud ofsome small Greeks 
Make Sophocles, di8gQis*d9 in £kiglish speak ^; 
liet them with Olover ^ o'er Medea done; 
Let them with Dodsley wail Cleone's ' woes. 
Whilst he, fine feeling creature! all in tears, 
Melts as they melt, and weeps with weeping peers ; 
Let them with simple Whitehead % tan^t to creep 
Silent and sofk, lay Fontendle asleep ; 
Let them with Brown f eontrive, no vnlgar tricki 
To cure the dead, and make the living sick ; 
Let them, in charity to Murphy, give 
Some old French piecoi that he may steal and live } 

^ The merit of Dr. Francklin*8 translation of Sophocles 
lias enabled it to survive ihe aiistt^rity of this censure. 

^ Mr. Glover, in bis tragedv of Medea, attempted to refine 
upon Euripides and Seneca. 

^ Cleone, a tragedy by Robert Dodsley, was first acted at 
Covent Garden In i758. 

s Whitehead dedicated his * School for Lovers' to the me* 
mory of Fonteijelle. 

7 The cure of Sanl, an excellent ode by Dr. Browii, WSS 
set to mafic aud performed as an oratorio, in n03. 
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Let them i/vith antic Foote subscriptions get^ 
And advertise a summer-house of wit ^ 

Thus, or in my beHer way thegr please^ 
With these great men, or with great men liloe these^ 
Let them their appetite for laughter feed ; 
I on my Journey all alone proceed. 

If fashionable grown, and fond of power, 
With humorous Scots let them disport their hour; , 
Let them dance, fairy-like^ round Oasian's tomb ; 
Let them forge lies and histories for Kune ; 
Let them with Home, the very prince of verse. 
Make something like a tragedy in Erse 
Under darlL allegory's flimsy veil 
Let tliem with Ogilvie spm ont a tale 
Of meftil length ; let tiiem plain things obsenre. 
Debase what's truly rich, and what is poor 
Make poorer still, by jargon most uncouth i 
With every pert prim prettiness of youth. 
Bom of false tastOy with- Fancy (lite a child 
Not knowing what it cries for) mnning wild. 
With bloated style, by affectation taught, 
With much false colouring and httle thought. 
With pliraaes stcaoge, and dialect decreed 
By reason never to haw passed the Tweed. 
With words which nature meant each other^s foe, 
Forc'd to compound whether they will or no j 
With such materials, let them, if they will, 
To prove at once their pleasantry and skill, 

^ Foote from tlie summer of USe, aatil lhe]rcsr belbre 
bis death, in 1117, regularly perfonned at the Hay-msurket, 

aud acquired a considerable income. 

^ Ttiu Siege of Aquileia is here supposed to bedcsignated. 

'® Dr. Ogilvie was the author of Providence, an allt^go- 
flcal poem, publibhed in 1164, and deservedly approved. II 
^ reprUileil ia Us oollected volames of poety, nr)9. 
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Build up a bard to war 'gainst common sense^ 
By way of compliment to Providence ; 
Let tiieni with Ann&troiig taking leave of senset 
Kead musty lectures on Benevolence ^ 
Or con the pages of bis gaping Day, 
^ Where all his former fame was thrown awayi 
Where all but barren labour was forgot. 
And the vain stiffness of a ietter'd Scot 
Let them with Armstrong pass the term of lights r 
Rut not one hour of darkness : when the night 
Suspends this mortal coil, when memory wakes, 
'When for our past misdoings, conscience t^l^es 
A deep revenge, when, by reflection led. 
She draws his cortahos, and looks comfort dead. 
Let every Muse be gone ; in vain he tarns. 
And tries to pray for sleep ; an iEtna bnrns^ 
A more than i£tna, in his coward breast, 
And guilt, with vengeance arniM, f^^rbids him rest : 
Though soft as plumage from young Zephyr's wing, 
His couch seems hard, and no relief can bring ; 
Ingratitude faatb planted daggers there 
Mo good man cuu deserve, no brave man bear. 

Thus, or in any better way they please, 
With these great men, or with great men hke these^ 
Let them theur appetite for hiogbter feed 3 
I on ngr Journey all alone prooeed« 

i> Dr. Armstrong* the aoChor of that beantlM poem the 

Art of Preserving Health, wrote * Benevolence,' a poetical 
epistle to Enmeues ; and ' Day / anoiher epistle* to Wilkes^ ia 
lyhicli he rashly offended CharchUl. 
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